PLL THE MUSIC 
THPT DOCKS! 



40 

Best Albums! 

□ 

20 

Best Songs! 




Fred Durst's 
Crazy Year 

Sued, booed, 

& a Kurt tattoo 

□ 

John Mayer 
& David Cross 

Dis the hits 
+ 

The Strokes 
50 Cent 
The White Stripes 
OutKast 
Metallica 
Radiohead 
Thursday 
The Distillers 
and more! 




THE 
YEAR IN 

MUSIC 2003 

"Coldplay. 





make 

TRADt 



Band of the Year 




THE NISSAN XTERRA. Some SUVs are built to look pretty in mall parking lots. This one is bu* 
of the places the available 210-horsepower, SuperCharged V6, heavy-duty truck frame and hard-core suspense 



Cargo and load capacity limited by weight and distribution. For more inspiration, visit NissanUSA.com or call 800 NISSAN3. Nissan, the Nissan Brand Symbol, 'SHIFT_" tagline and » 





BOB AND SPARKY'S PRIME TIME 



7:00 pm 


7:30 pm 


8:00 pm 


9:00 pm 


Digital Music 

Download 
"Yellow Dog Blues" 


TV 

Watch last week's 
"Underdog"marathon 


Digital Photos 

Upload Westminster Kennel 
Club Dog Show Pics & Video 


Web 

Surf Kennel Club 
Web Board 


News 


Sitcom 


Reality ®"^*^kkmm 





Microsoft" 

Windows^ 

Media Center Edition 



Entertainment that 
tunes into you. 

With a Windows* XP Media Center Edition PC, the 
programming schedule revolves around you. Pause, 
rewind, and digitally record your favorite TV shows. 
Watch your DVDs. Download, upload, and make 
your own music mixes, videos, and digital slideshows. 
The Media Center remote control lets you do it all 
from your favorite spot on the couch. Because it's a 
full Windows XP-based PC, it can also deliver your 
e-mail and the Web* To experience entertainment 
your way, visit microsoft.com/mediacenter or 
your nearest retail store. 



'Requires Internet access. O 2003 Microsoft Corporation. All rights reserved. Microsoft Windows, the Windows logo, and 
"Your potential. Our passion.' are either registered trademarks or trademarks of Microsoft Corporation in the United States and/or 
other countries The names of actual companies and products mentioned herein may be the trademarks of their respective owners 



VOLUME 20 / NUMBER 1 / JANUARY 2004 / SPIN.COM 

CONTENTS 




1/ 



% 



~» — i t 





53 2003: THE YEAR IN MUSIC 

54 BAND OF THE YEAR: COLDPLAY In 2003, Coldplay didn't dip a toe into the Atlantic— they plunged in headfirst and found mil - 
lions of fans clutching copies of A Rush of Blood to the Head on the other side. Chris Martin speaks out about the paparazzi, U2, and 
why everyone would be happier if he were a drug-crazed lunatic By Tracey Pepper 

60 JUKEBOX JURY John Mayer and David Cross don robes and powdered wigs to judge the year's hottest singles By Marc Spitz 
64 ARTISTS' FAVES Liz Phair, Andrew W.K., and Thursday's Geoff Rickly reveal their best-of picks 

fifi REVIVAL OF T HE YE AR: WOMFN ROCK THF M AIN STAGF D o es t he s urx fts s o f hands l i ke the D istillers and Evanescenc e me an 
that a revolution, grrrl style, is finally happening? By Charles Aaron 

72 ALBUMS OF THE YEAR Spin does the hard work for you — picking the 40 most awesome records of 2003. Start forming your argu - 
ments now: Our operators are standing by for your angry comments 

78 SINGLES OF THE YEAR From Eminem and 50 Cent to AFI and the Donnas, Spin applauds the best pole-dancing, Britney- 
slamming songs to hit the airwaves this year By Charles Aaron 

80 REISSUES OF THE YEAR Bjork gets freaky, and Television let the Strokes know who their daddy is By Will Hermes 

82 SOAP OPERA OF THE YEAR: FRED DURST ACTS UP He's a loudmouth limelight hog whose year consisted of unrequited loves 

and lukewarm receptions, but Limp Bizkit's frontman isn't going anywhere By G. Beato 

86 TREND OF THE YEAR: MAINSTREAMO As major labels make nice with what used to be a closely guarded underground phe- 
nomenon, will emo dive safely into the mainstream? By Andy Greenwald 

88 THE REST OF THE BEST Faux lesbian kisses! Suing bands for suckingl Gruesome surgery footagel Moments to cherish (rom 2003 
92 CONTROVERSY OF THE YEAR: THE WAR ON DOWNLOADING Big Brother is watching— and suing. Welcome to a world where 
tweens are slapped with lawsuits by the RIAA and hosting a website can land you in prison By Greg Milner 



ON THE COVER: 
Chris Martin of Cold- 
play photographed 
by Jason Schmidt in 
London. Grooming 
by Richard Scorer 
using L'Oreal for 
Haringtons. Styling 
by Richard Sloan. 
Coat by Margaret 
Howell. For fashion 
information, see 
Where to Buy 

"Nothing clears a 
room like my stirring 
rendition of 'Tiny 
Dancer'": Chris 
Martin. Photograph 
by Jason Schmidt 



SPIN 5 



Co 





CONTENTS 





15 FEEDBACK Letters. Plus: Reader of the Month! 
19 NOISE The month in music » Backstage Pass: 
The Strokes open for Metal Shop. Who? Exactly. 
Rancid pop their cherry and play CBGB By Marc 
Spitz > A topless DJ puts the sinning in spinning; 
the worst remake mistakes; farewell to Elliott Smith 
► Dizzee Rascal, Brand New, and three bands 
that'll help cure your New Year's hangover ► Live: 
Radiohead and Sigur Ros hit the pit to score a 



dance show; Hot Hot Heat sweat up a mini 
33 EXPOSURE Movies, TV, books, pint-size war - 
riors > You know what they say about little men 
with big feet? They're probably hobbits. The Lord 
of the Rings' Sean Astin, Billy Boyd, and Dominic 
Monaghan talk rocket science, disappoint chil- 
dren, and defend their sexiness By Diane Vadino 
► Margaret Cho on Atmosphere, art imitates 
as Michael Chabon's the Escapist becomes 
comic book; Evan Rachel Wood takes anoi 
ride on the wild side in The Missing 

46 MY LIFE IN MUSIC: THE CHEMICAL 

BROTHERS Before the rave, there was Bob 
Dylan. Inside the beat-loving minds of techno's 
most block-rocking duo By Greg Milner 
4fl THE SPIN RECORD GUIDE: ESSENTIAL 
PROG ROCK It's time to wax nostalgic for 
"Nights in White Satin" and the oeuvre of Yes. 
Really! By Will Hermes 

50 RANT AND ROLL OVER Metallica sue Morris- 
sey? Rivers Cuomo writes an angry rock opera? 
Predictions for 2004 By Chuck Kkxsterman 
95 REVIEWS Why is Missy Elliott so sad? On This 
Is Not a Test, the supa-dupa fly girl gets her weep 
on By Alex Pappademas > Pink, blink-182,.Nelly 
Furtado, the Offspring, and more 
108 THE LAS T PAGE Real L ife Rock Tales: Alice t 
Cooper stabs himself As told to Sarah Lewitinn; 
illustration by Peter Bagge 

The Distillers' Srody Dalle, the sexiest school 
crossing guard in Hollywood. . 
Photograph by Amanda de Cadenet 

6 SPIN 




SPIN 



EDITOR-IN-CHIEF Sla Michel 



EXECUTIVE EDITOR Doug Brod 
MANAGING EDITOR Jeanann Pannasch 
MUSIC EDITOR Charles Aaron 
SENIOR EDITOR Trace/ Pepper 
SENIOR ASSOCIATE EDITOR Jon Dolan 
associate editors Dave Itzkoff , Alex Pappademas 
assistant EDITORS Caryn Ganz, Sarah lewltlnn 
senior writers Chuck Klosterman, Chris Norris, Marc Spitz 

COPY CHIEF Joe Mejia 
copy editors Sam Hendricks, Barbara Splndel 
ASSOCIATE research editor Ellen Carpenter 
editorial production manager Amy Frttch 
editorial assistant T. Phoebe Reilly 

SENIOR contributing writers Andrew Beaujon, Thomas Beller, Zev Borow, 
Andy Greenwa Id , Will Hermes, Sacha Jenkins, Greg Milner, Simon Reynolds, 
Mark Schone, Diane Vadino, William Van Meter, Eric Weisbard 

CONTRIBUTING EDITORS G. Beato. Richard Gehr, David Kushner, L. Christopher Smith 

DESIGN DIRECTOR Arem Duplessis 
ART DIRECTOR Brandon Kavulla 
ASSISTANT ART DIRECTOR Malli Hollman 
SENIOR DESIGNER Alexander Chow 

PHOTOGRAPHY DIRECTOR Cory Jacobs 
PHOTOGRAPHY EDITOR Prim Chuensumran 
ASSOCIATE PHOTOGRAPHY EDITOR Lisa Co r so n 

CONTRIBUTING PHOTOGRAPHERS Anuschka Blommers and Niels Schumm. 
Katharina Bosse, Matthias Clamer, James Dimmock, Chris Floyd, Alexei Hay, 
Mark Heithoff, Darcy Hem ley, Gillian Laub, Danielle Levitt, Dana Lixenberg, 
Ari Marcopoulos, Melodie McDaniel, Jeff Minton, Nino Murioz, Dusan Reljln, 
Terry Richardson, Norman Jean Roy, Michael Schreiber, Jason Schmidt, Jelle Wagenaar 

EDITORIAL FASHION DIRECTOR Daniela Jung 

MANAGING EDITOR, NEW MEDIA Adrienne Day 

MANAGER, NEW MEDIA Lynne d Johnson 
MOBILE EDITOR AND PRODUCER Peter Gaston 

human RESOURCES DIRECTOR Celeste Russell 
HUMAN RESOURCES COORDINATOR Diane Cesa 

PUBLIC RELATIONS MANAGER Leah Watkins 

IT director Stuart Haas 
SENIOR tfchnoi OGY.-HFi p desk manager Danielle Frankini 
DESKTOP SUPPORT TECHNICIAN Edward Drewery 

systems administrator Chauncey Thorn 



ASSOCIATE publisher Michael Zivyak 

FASHION AND GROOMING AD DIRECTOR Susan Schwartzman 

CORPORATE ACCOUNTS DIRECTOR Greg Licciardi 

ACCOUNT manager Molly Hollister, Laura Lubrano 

MUSIC MANAGER Paul Famlletti 

FASHION MANAGER Candace Cooper 

EXECUTIVE ASSISTANT Ma ri elm Lopez 

ADVERTISING ASSISTANTS Graham Helh, Steve Lowenthal 

MARKETING DIRECTOR Jennifer Frommer 
ASSOCIATE MARKETING DIRECTOR Jennifer Jay 
CREATIVE SERVICES ART DIRECTOR Fernando Mancuello 
CREATIVE SERVICES DESIGNER Paul GilliS 
MERCHANDISING MANAGER Barbara Lang 
MARKETING COORDINATOR Renee A. Donatien 
ADVERTISING SALES DEVELOPMENT DIRECTOR Scott Cartis 
RESEARCH MANAGER David Soranno 
marketing designer Steve Blumenthal 

ADVERTISING BUSINESS DIRECTOR Mee Jung Kim 
advertising SERVICES MANAGERS Maria Raha, Jimmy Saal 
ADVERTISING services COORDINATOR Alex Barnes 
finance manager Theodore Hatwood 
JUNIOR FINANCIAL analyst Andre Mullen 

administration MANAGER Michael Bryant 
administration Angel Calderon 
RECEPTIONIST Kristin e Rivera 

CONSUMER MARKETING DIRECTOR/SUBSCRIPTIONS Leslie Guarnien 
CONSUMER MARKETING DIRECTOR/NEWSSTAND Michelle Sheidlower 
CIRCULATION BUSINESS MANAGER Kay Floersch 
SUBSCRIPTION PROMOTION MANAGER llene Burros 
FULRLLMENT MANAGER Susan Young 

PRODUCTION DIRECTOR Ryan Jones 
PRE PRESS PRODUCTION MANAGER Joe Lotito 
DIGITAL PRODUCTION MANAGER Juan Diaz 
DIGITAL PRODUCTION ASSOCIATE Marqcus Ward 
PRODUCTION COORDINATOR LaRita Whitfield 
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT Milton Bell 

CHIEF FINANCIAL OFFICER Paul M astro n a rdi 
CORPORATE COMPTROLLER Hallna FeldSOtt 
ACCOUNTING MANAGER Dawn Labriola 
CREDIT COLLECTIONS MANAGER Roger Millet 
ACCOUNTS PAYABLE MANAGER Tyrone Comet 

ACCOUNTING ASSISTANT Charnier Corey 

digital imaging Icon/Scarlett Communications 
printing RR Donnelley and Sons 



FOUNDER Bob Guccione Jr. 



VIBE/SPIN VENTURES LLC CHAIRMAN Robert L. Miller 



CEO Alex Mironovich 

EXECUTIVE ASSISTANT Arlene Ramos 



NEW YORK ADVERTISING SALES, 205 LEXINGTON AVE., 3RD FL . NEW YORK, NY 1 0016 21 2-231 -7400; FAX 21 2-231 -7300 



SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 

SALES DIRECTOR 
Casie Lyn Schlereth 

6 EDGEWOOD DR 
NEWPORT BEACH, CA 92660 
949-644-8077 
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 
SALES MANAGER Durkin Guthrie 
LOS ANGELES ADVERTISING 
assistant Erika Bryant 
1 1 1 00 SANTA MONICA BLVD., 6TH FL. 
LOS ANGELES. CA 90026 
310-693-5300; FAX 310-893-5457 



PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
ADVERTISING SALES 
HARTLE MEDIA VENTURES 

59 GRANT ST.. 4TH FL 
SAN FRANCISCO. CA 94 1 08 
41 5-362-7797; FAX 41 5-362-9797 

PACIFIC NORTHWEST 
ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES 

Peter Macey, Paige Thomas, 
Tom Hartle 



MIDWEST ADVERTISING SALES 
CHRISTOPHER SCHUBA S COMPANY 
500 N DEARBORN. SUITE 510 
CHICAGO, IL 606 1 0 
31 2-604-0350; FAX 31 2-604-0360 
MIDWEST ADVERTISING 
REPRESENTATIVES 
Dan OXonor, 
Christopher Schuba 
MIDWEST ADVERTISING 
SALES ASSISTANT 
Tina Stasny 



DETROIT ADVERTISING SALES 
HETH « ASSOCIATES/PUBLICITAS 
NORTH AMERICA 
770 FOREST, #A 
BIRMINGHAM. Ml 48009 
248-642-7273; FAX 248-642-1321 
DETROIT ADVERTISING 
REPRESENTATIVES 

Don Heth, James McNulty, 
Mike Peters, Angie Rooney 

DETROIT OFFICE MANAGER 
Jill Severini 



EUROPEAN ADVERTISING SALES 
J.B. MEDIA SRL 
PIAZZA SANT'ERASMO 1 
20121 MILAN. ITALY 
011-39-0-2901-3427 
FAX 01 1-39-0-2901 -3491 
EUROPEAN ADVERTISING 
REPRESENTATIVE 
Jeffrey Bymes 



FOR QUESTIONS ABOUT NEW OR CURRENT SUBSCRIPTIONS. CALL BOO-274-7597. TO CHANGE YOUR ADDRESS, SEND BOTH OLD AND NEW ADDRESSES TO SPIN, PO BOX 5 1 635. BOULDER. CO 80322-1636. 
ALLOW SIX TO EIGHT WEEKS FOR PROCESSING. TO SELLSPIN IN YOUR STORE. CALL 800-381-1288. EXT. 6050. spln.com 



ft 

Audit Bureau of Circular irxu 











A * * * * ALBUM. THEY'RE THE BEST YOUNG BAND 



ON THE PLANET/ 7 

THE COOLEST BAND ON EARTH/' SPIN 



ROLLING STONE 



'ALL THE SPINDLY EDGE, STACCATO POP HOOKS AND PUNK 
COOL OF IS THIS IT BUT BIGGER, DARKER, MORE TWISTED 



AND ALL THE MORE COMPELLING. 



MOJO 



'THE FAB FIVE WARD OFF THE SOPHOMORE CURSE WITH 
SOUL BALLADS, REGGAE BEATS, AND GUITAR LICKS TO 



MELT YOUR STEREO. 



NEW YOR 



ITAR LICK 



SINE- 











Produced Dy Gordon Rapnaei / Managed by Ryan Gentles - Wiz KkJ Management / A&R: Steve Ratoovsky 

THESTBCME5COM *>C*«ECO«DSCC*' The RCA RCCOPOS LABEL IS A UNIT Of BUG TMK1S1 r REGISTERED « MARC* Si REOSTHADAiS* MCA THAI* MAMK MANAGE MENT S A E**l IOGO 15 A TRADEMARK OF BMQ MUSC C 2003 B 



CONTRIBUTORS 









1 




TRACEY PEPPER 

WRITER, "BAND OF THE YEAR: COLDPLAY," page 54 

OUR JOBS ROCK! "One morning, I came in to work, and there 
was a voice on my machine saying, Tracey? Bono here.' He was 
calling with a quote about Coldplay. I was so shocked to hear my 
teenage idol say my name that I slammed the receiver down. 
Then I ran around the office telling everyone Bono called me." 
I wanna be your DOG Pepper, Spin's senior editor, spends 
her free time raising her new puppy, Buster, and trying to stop 
her parrot, Mr. Green Jeans, from dive-bombing him. 



JASON SCHMIDT 

PHOTOGRAPHER, "BAND OF THE YEAR: COLDPLAY," page 54 
best seat in the house "Shooting Coldplay in an old English 
ballroom, complete with upright piano, was the perfect setting 
for our pictures and led to a private concert. Sometimes, pho- 
tography is a means to an end." 

HOT SHOTS Schmidt is working on a book of fine artists' portraits 
to be published later this year. 



PETER BAGGE 

ILLUSTRATOR, "REAL LIFE ROCK TALES," page 108 
WHO YOU DRIVIN' NOW? "When my band the Action Suits were 
recording in 1997, Mudhoney's drummer, Dan Peters, had several 
drum kits in his basement and was nice enough to let me use 
some parts. Every now and then in my car, I'll find little pieces of 
his drum set, and I'm too embarrassed to give them back." 
GRUNGE ART Bagge's legendary comic, Hare, is published as 
an annual by Fantagraphics Books (No. 4 is on the way); he's 
also working on a Hulk comic for Marvel. 



AMANDA DE CADENET 

PHOTOGRAPHER, "WOMEN ROCK THE MAIN STAGE," page 66 
THIS YEAR'S model "Brady Dalle is the kind of woman I like to 
shoot. She is unique in her style and courageous and honest in 
her actions." 

have stroke will travel De Cadenet also has shot for 
Dazed & Confused and Seventeen. She splits her time between 
Los Angeles and New York City with her daughter and her 
boyfriend, Nick Valensi of the Strokes. 



GREG MILNER 

WRITER, "CONTROVERSY OF THE YEAR: THE WAR ON 

downloading," page 92 

PARANOID ANDROIDS "I was surprised by how little attention 
Sherman Austin's case had received. His situation is not just 
about privacy — it's about First Amendment rights. It's amazing 
that you could get thrown in jail for providing server space, that 
possessing information could be a crime in and of itself." 
10,000 MHz LEGEND Senior contributing writer Milner is working 
on a book about the history of recorded music. 
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EDITOR'S LETTER 




"No. we're not taking requests for Piano 
Man'i" Coldplay give an impromptu 
private concert at the Spin photo shoot 
in London; singer Chris Martin 



PUTTING TOGETHER OUR ANNUAL "YEAR IN MUSIC" ISSUE IS USUALLY PRETTY CONTENTIOUS. PICKING THE 
"Single of the Year" can result in dramatic, door-slamming exits. Judging the "Albums of the Year" 
often ends with an editor re-creating Al Pacino's "The whole trial is out of order!" speech from ...And 
Justice for All. Choosing "Band of the Year" inevitably makes someone flip the conference table over, 
a la Simon LeBon in Duran Duran's "Hungry Like the Wolf video. But 2003 was different. As Fred Durst 
might say, we were mostly "in agreeance." It was a terrible year for the music industry, but a solid 
one for music. The winners were so obvious that we saved the angry debates for more perplexing 
questions — like why David Lee Roth called senior writer Chuck Klosterman (whom he's never met) to 
announce that he was celebrating his 48th birthday with his sisters at a strip club. 

No album was as masterful as the White Stripes' cryptic Elephant. No single was as undeniable as 
50 Cent's "In Da Club," which inspired even "bub" -deprived emo paupers to party like it's Diamond 
Dave's birthday. No DVD had a longer drum solo than the live extravaganza Led Zeppelin (1 3 min- 
utes of "Moby Dick," man!). And no band worked harder to make you happily sad than Coldplay, 
who converted critics and the masses alike with the chart-ruling, heartstring-tugging A Rush of 
Blood to the Head. 

Most artists try to convince Spin how rock'n'roll they are. Coldplay singer Chris Martin doesn't 
mind being "boring," as long as he keeps writing great, intimate songs. He doesn't drink, do drugs, or 
oversleep and miss yoga class. He's so insecure that he feared we were suddenly going to rescind 
Coldplay's "Band of the Year" honors because they "don't really deserve it." But as senior editor 
Tracey Pepper discovers, there's another side to his personality. "He's not escaping from rehab every 
weekend, but he's not a boring person," she says. "He's one of the most enthusiastic artists I've ever 
interviewed, and he's really funny. Over breakfast, he told a hilarious anecdote about Bono and Presi- 
dent Bush, then launched into this over-the-top Bono impersonation." Also, he once cornered me at a 
party and demanded to know why Spin rated A Rush of Blood a "7." That was kind of gangsta! 

Elsewhere in the issue, we have the most scabrous "Jukebox Jury" ever, featuring Mr. Show 
genius David Cross and the seemingly mild-mannered John Mayer, who shocked us with his insight- 
ful ire. And we're thrilled to have Hafe comics legend Peter Bagge illustrate "Real Life Rock Tales." 
Trivia: In the early '90s, which Spin writer bore a scary resemblance to Hafe's Buddy Bradley? (Hint: 
He's on the "Contributors" page.) 



SIA MICHEL EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 




Rocktober at Spin: 
clockwise from top 
right. Chris Carrabba 
reviews Spin senior 
contributing writer 
Andy Greenwald's 
book Nothing Feels 
Good for the Emo 
Daily Times; senior 
designer Alexander 
Chow (center) of 
Madison Strays at a 
Spin band showcase; 
senior writer Marc 
Spitz and editor-in- 
chief Sla Michel DJ 
the party; attendees 
Paul Banks of Inter- 
pol. Diego Garcia of 
Elefant, and assistant 
editor Sarah Lewitinn 
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"Aw, man. Dashboard again? You guys have been making school not suck by 
fitting into my math book since seventh grade. Don't change!"— Morgan Green 

► FEEDBACK 




YOU'VE GOT ME FEELING 
EMOTIONS 

I was happy to see Chris 
Carrabba on the cover again 
("The Heartbreak Kid," Octo- 
ber). I have been a fan of 
Dashboard Confessional since 
the beginning, and it has been 
amazing to watch Chris evolve. 
His music is so personal that 
it feels like it belongs to me only. 

Eric Snyder 
Gilbert, Arizona 

Dashboard Confessional are the 
best thing to happen to music In 
a long time. Most musicians are 
In it for the money, but Chris 
doesn't even own more than 
one shirt! 

Carlyn Robinson 
Providence 

Thanks for yet another great inter- 
view with Chris Carrabba. The 
kids who cry "Sellout!" when their 
favorite band makes it big are 
jealous fools. Just because 
Carrabba is getting paid to make 
beautiful records doesn't mean 
he's a sellout— it means he's 
damn lucky. 

Amanda Caposso 
Philadelphia 

Aw, man. Dashboard again? You 
guys have been making school 
not suck by fitting into my math 
book since seventh grade. Don't 
change! 

Morgan Green 
Loveland. Ohio 

If I see another picture of Chris 
Carrabba with his stupid tattoos 
posing in a vintage T-shirt, I'm 
bound to asphyxiate on my own 
vomit. But cheers on the Interpol 
tour diary ("International Bright 
Young Things," September). 
Now there's a band you should 
be shoving down our throats 
every month. 

Tamara McCollough 
Colorado Springs 




BACHELOR OF ROCK 



Hey, the "College Confidential" 
special (October) was pretty 
helpful. Not like I would pick a 
college based on the best radio 
station or record store or any- 
thing. Actually, yeah, I would. 

Brett Ferrante 

Glen Ridge, New Jersey 

Taking pictures of your notes with 
a digital camera to cheat on an 
exam ("Catch Us If You Can," 
October)? I never would have 
thought of that, Thanks, Spin'. 

Chris Relin 
Columbus. Ohio 

Just wanted to say thanks for 
naming Trojan Vision, at USC, the 
best college TV station ("Honor 
Roll," October). I've heard it's 
even more fun to watch when 
you're high. 

Joanna Kahn 
Los Angeles 



RAGE ON BEHALF OF THE 
MACHINE 

Thank you so much for Tom 
Morello's "My Life in Music" 
(October). This man is a genius. 
It's about time you featured 
someone whose inspiring albums 
I actually care about. 

Cheska Carrion 
Lorain. Ohio 

JACK IN THE DETOX 

Jack Osbourne can't handle his 
drugs, and now he turns Benedict 
Arnold on the marijuana- 
legalization movement ("Jack 
Comes Clean," October)? So 
cheeba stops working after a 
while? Try using it in moderation. 

Ryan Hernandez 
Columbus. Nebraska 

Someone on your staff needs 
rehab for giving Jack Osbourne. 
who has contributed nothing to 



the music industry, a page in your 
magazine. Yes, Jack, life is tough, 
but everyone has problems, so 
take the silver spoon out of your 
mouth and face reality. Then 
maybe Spin can give more 
space to hard-working bands 
rather than reality-show rich kids. 

Andy Searcy 
Portland. Oregon 

THEY WEAR THEIR SUNGLASSES 
AT NIGHT 

I couldn't wait to read your arti- 
cle on the ten essential Industrial 
albums ("The Spin Record 
Guide," October). I was happy 
that you included The Down- 
ward Spiral but irritated that 
Alexander Chow managed to 
work Kurt Cobain's name in 
there. It was Nirvana that picked 
up the baton from Nine Inch 
Nails— not the other way around. 

Angela Merz 
Los Angeles 
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PEARL JAM LOST DOGS 



The career-spanning rarities 
and b-sides double CD. 



30 tracks featuring 
"Yellow Ledbetter," 
"Last Kiss" and 
"Footsteps," as 
well as 14 previously 
unreleased tracks. 
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Also: 

PEARL JAM 
LIVE AT THE GARDEN 
The entre July 8th 
Madison Square Garden 
show on two DVDs, 
featuring special guest 
performances plus 
30 minutes of exclusive 
bonus material. 



CD and DVD in stores November 11. 

pearljam.com 

<3fsB> 
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► FEEDBACK 



GRADE GRUBBING 



Chuck Klosterman, did you give 
A Perfect Circle's new album a C 
because it is different from Tool, 
or is it because you have no 
musical creativity whatsoever 
("Tooling Around," October)? 
A Perfect Circle exist because 
they — and their millions of fans — 
think they should. 



Autumn Tinoco 
Topeka 



It's clear that Chuck Kloster- 
man has respect for Maynard 
James Keenan, yet how can 
he think the music of Tool and 
A Perfect Circle is that similar? 
While Tool emphasize the 
harshness of Keenan's person- 
ality, A Perfect Circle show a 
fragile, more melodic side of 
him — if anything, they are too 
radio-friendly. 

Michael de Lissovoy 
Baltimore 



SPIN WINS! 



Two Spin feature articles— "i Viva Morris- 
seyl," by senior writer Chuck Klosterman, 
and "Not Bad for a White Girl," by con- 
tributing editor G. Beato — are included in 
the recent anthology Da Capo Best Music 
Writing 2003. And Alan Light's 2002 Eminem 
story. "Behind Blue Eyes," was honored with 
an ASCAP-Deems Taylor Award for excel- 
lence in music writing. 
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^ READER OF THE MONTH 




Constantino Caloudas, 20 
Washington, D.C. 



OCCUPATION: Student 
FAVORITE MUSIC: Blur, Joy Division 
HOBBY: Madden NFL 2004 
HATES: Jam bands, Birkenstocks, 
Sex and the City, pop punk 
OCTOBER ISSUE VERDICT: "I loved 
the article on the Polyphonic 
Spree. Lazy journalists often 
approach the Spree as either a 
cult or a gimmick, but writer 
Andrew Beaujon did neither. 
However, I was a bit surprised 
that the OutKast feature wasn't 
expanded into a cover story." 



Do you wanna be a Reader of the Month? Yeah, you do! Send a high-resolution 
.Jpg Image file and your phone number to readerofthemonth@spin.com— or 
post a photo to the address below c/o "Reader of the Month" 



Write Feedback, Spin, 205 Lexington Ave., New York, NY 10016, visit 
spin.com, or email feedback@spin.com. Always Include your full name, 
mailing address, and phone number for verification. Letters may be edited 
for length and clarity. Want a back issue of Spin! Cite the Issue by month and 
year, include your address, and send credit card info, check, or money order tor 
87 (S8 international) to: ISI-SPIN. 30 Montgomery St.. Jersey City. NJ 07302. Please 
allow four to six weeks for delivery. You can also call 800-274-7597 or email your 
requests to isi@wwmag.com. 



A TESTAMENT TO ONE OF THE 
MOST IMPORTANT BANDS OF 
ANY GENERATION. 




Rage Against The Machine 

Live At The Grand Olympic Auditorium 

Features 16 songs, including 
"Killing In The Name," "Bulls On Parade," 
"Freedom" and "Bullet In Your Head." 

DVD - in stores December 9. 
Rage Against The Machine's final concert ever. 
Recorded September 13, 2000. 

The DVD also features footage from their 
historic performance outside the 2000 
Democratic National Convention at the 
Staples Center in Los Angeles. 
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RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS 

LIVE AT SLANE CASTLE 

LIVE AT SLANE CAPTURES ALL OF THAT EXCITEMENT AND BRINGS IT HOME ON DVD, ALONG WITH INCENDIARY 
PERFORMANCES OF 16 SONGS FROM BY THE WAY, CALIFORNICATION AND BLOOD SUGAR SEX MAGIK 

"THE DAY HAD STARTED WELL AT SLANE.. .BUT IT'S WHEN THE MOUSTACHIOED RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS TAKE TO THE STAGE THAT EVERYTHING REALLY KICKS OFF. 80.000 PEOPLE 
SUDDENLY BEGIN TO THROW THEMSELVES AROUND AND LEAP UP AND DOWN WITH DELIRIUM. TRANSFORMING THEIR STATE FROM RELATIVELY SANE TO BUCK MAD. THE CHILIS 
THEMSELVES ARE ON TOP FORM. MIXING OLD FAVOURITES LIKE 'GIVE IT AWAY' WITH THE MORE RECENT •CALIFORNICATION 1 TRACKS. AND LEAVE THE STAGE TO A BACKDROP OF A 

FIELD FILLED WITH PEOPLE SWINGING THEIR T-SHIRTS ROUND THEIR HEADS." 

- ANNOUNCEMENT OF NOMINATION FOR BEST LIVE GIG BY AN INTERNATIONAL ACT BY THE IRISH HOT PRESS AWARDS 



ALSO AVAILABLE: 



RED HOT CHILI PEPPERS GREATEST HITS 



INCLUDING "SCAR TISSUE "CALITOFINTCATION' h Bt THE WAT 



GREATEST HITS AND VIDEOS 

INGtUOING DIRECTOR AND BAND MFMBER COMMENT AH* . TONS OF EXCLUSIVE fOOTAGE 



9 w 3S 



2003 Warner Bros. Records Inc.. Warner Music Group, An AOL Time Warner Company. 



redhotchilipeppers.com 
warnerbrosrecords.com 
AOL Keyword: Red Hot Chili Peppers 



ON THE ROAD: DAVID BOWIE {ALL DATES SUBJECT TO CHANGE) ATLANTIC CITY, DECEMBER 6; FAIRFAX, VIRGINIA, 
DECEMBER 7; BOSTON, DECEMBER 9; PHILADELPHIA, DECEMBER 10; TORONTO, DECEMBER 12; MONTREAL, DECEMBER 13 
NEW YORK CITY, DECEMBER 15; UNCASVILLE, CONNECTICUT, DECEMBER 16; CLEVELAND, JANUARY 7; AUBURN HILLS, 
ICHIGAN, JANUARY 9 
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NEWS, GOSSIP, BAND 
YOUR MONTH IN 
MUSIC STARTS HERE 



backstage pass by marc spitz 





Sunset flip: Casablancas shows his love to the suits 
schmoozing at the Strokes' secret show at L.A.'s Viper 
Room; right, Albert Hammond Jr. and Casablancas 



PUPPET SHOW AND STROKES 

Someday the members of Sunset Strip hesher parodists Metal Shop will be 
able to tell their grandchildren about the time the Strokes opened for them at 
West Hollywood's Viper Room back in '03. We're not saying that the Strokes 
were booked to get the crowd warmed up for some ironic head-banging; we're 
merely pointing out that immediately following the last song ("Take It or 
Leave It") of their KROQ,-sponsored, fans-only performance in October, the 
house announcer wheezed, "Thank you, Strokes! Now, if you want to hear the 
sickest band, stick around for Metal Shop!" We Just think that's funny. The 
Strokes didn't think it was so funny. Well aware that they were playing to a 
mixed room where seated celebs (Gwen and Gavin, Juliette Lewis, The O.C.'s 
Mischa Barton, Velvet Revolver drummer Matt Sorum, and a popsicle-suck- 
ing Kelly Osbourne) and KROQ. execs outnumbered contest-winning true 
Strokes-philes, singer Julian Casablancas thanked the fans, but flipped the 
bird at everyone else, shouting, "To all you other fucking corporate assholes, 
fuck you. I don't give a fuck!" "The show was like a firecracker that never 
exploded," drummer Fabrizio Moretti told us later. "It was fun to play, but the 
crowd was not what we expected. It wasn't fans— more like people who got 
tickets from friends in the business." A Perfect Circle's Jeordie White (for- 
merly known as Marilyn Manson 
bassist Twiggy Ramirez) remained 
upbeat. "I really like the new [Room on 
Fire] material," he said afterward. "I'm 
kind of like the concierge for the Strokes 
when they're in L.A. Usually, they come 
over to my house, and I give them some 
Kraft Macaroni & Cheese and ham- 
burgers. But tonight I'm just a groupie." 
Reported by Carrie Borzillo-Vrenna 




BARF OUT IN A MOONAGE DAYDREAM 

When we were kids, back in the '80s, the local laser show was a good place to get beat up by juvenile 
delinquents because we didn't smoke pot and preferred Joy Division to Pink Floyd. So when we found 
out that fellow Joy Division fan Moby would be cohosting a launch party for Sonic Vision, a digital- 
animation show at the American Museum of Natural History's planetarium (and that our pal Gideon Yago 
of MTV would be spinning space-friendly rock by Spiritualized, Radlohead, and Boards of Canada) it 
finally seemed safe to see what we had been missing. The answer? Seizure-inducing visuals that made sev- 
eral people run for the door so they wouldn't upchuck their vegan hors d'oeuvres all over the moon rocks. 
"Don't you think the flashy parts were too flashy?" Moby asked us as our pallor began to match the com- 
plimentary blue SonicTonic cocktails. Yeah. A little. Still, the event, which attracted Julian Casablancas, 
actress Natasha Lyonne, and L.A. punks the Icarus Line, had its charm. We were especially impressed by 
the laser image of the singing bald head that was projected onto the domed ceiling, like the, er, giant 
bald head of God in the fake sky. "Is that you?" we asked Moby. "I thought that was me, too!" he said, 
laughing. "I got worried for a bit." Then he beat us up. 




"Are those space pants you're 
wearing? 'Cause your ass is out 
of this world!": Moby 
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FEELS LIKE THE FIRST TIME 

Amazingly, in their decade-plus career as punk purist flame keepers, Bay 
Area heroes Rancid had never performed at Manhattan's CBGB, the most 
famous punk venue of them all. "We've played everywhere else in this 
city," says guitarist Lars Frederiksen. "We all thought, 'It's about damn 
time.'" In town to shoot a video for their new single, "Red Hot Moon," 
Rancid played a fans-only show at the tiny landmark, treating the 
sweaty, shirtless, pogo-ing faithful to oldies like "Salvation" and "Ruby 
Soho," as well as new songs from their recent Indestructible. "When 
you're up there, you can't not think about the Ramones, Blondle, Richard 
Hell," Fredriksen said after the show. "The whole time, I was going, 'Fuck, 
we're playing CBGB!' It was one of those experiences that gives you a 
mental picture you'll have forever. Like the first time you see a naked 
girl." We're still waiting for our first time, but we get what he means. We 
should note that Rancid singer Tim Armstrong, didn't want to be inter- 
viewed for this item, perhaps to duck rumors that he's hooked up with 
current collaborator Pink. Ironically, the day after we talked to Frederik- 
sen, we heard a rumor that he was actually squiring Pink around 
punkville. Rancid's rep denies a romance, but does confirm the existence 
of a place called Punkville. 



MAKING OUT WITH ULTRAGRRRL 

Radiohead held a very exclusive after-party at Man- 
hattan's Aurora Gallery following their second sold-out 
show at Madison Square Garden in October (forever 
to be known as "the one where they played 'Creep' "). 
I am not a 12-year-old girl dying of cancer, but once 
Inside. I told bassist Colin Greenwood I was. just to get 
his attention. He was confused, but being a polite Eng- 
lishman (in a blazer), he listened graciously. As I walked 
away to dance, I wondered if he thought. "Why is that 
terminally ill girl dancing to Bauhaus' 'Bela Lugosi's 
Dead'?" After getting my goth off, I stumbled into Sigur 
Ros' Jonsi Birgisson and asked what he thought of 
Radiohead's show. "It fucking sucked!" he said, joking. 
Birgisson looks ridiculously young and healthy, like an 
infant. "It's because I live in Iceland! The cold weather 
keeps me from growing hair!" Later, we posed for pho- 
tos and got yelled at by someone from Radiohead's 
label. "But they're in Sigur Ros." the photographer 
argued. "It doesn't matter," the employee replied. 'The 
band will get upset!" As I left the party to avoid being 
thrown out, I ran into guitarist Ed O'Brien, who was sport- 
ing an ill-advised ponytail. "Have anything you want," 
he told his friend as they walked in. "Sure!" I said, and 
grabbed his ass. Okay, I didn't really do that, but 
I should have 'cause I'm totally dying. Sarah Lewitinn 



JB, please! Kjarri Sveinsson. Joftsi 
Birgisson, and Goggi Holm wit 



obituary: 




As Spin was going to press, news broke about the apparent 
suicide of 34-year-old singer /songwriter Elliott Smith. Smith, 
who had battled drug and alcohol addiction for years, had 
written explicitly and movingly about depression and nag- 
ging feelings of hopelessness. He died of a single stab wound 
to the chest in his Los Angeles apartment on October 21 . 
early reports indicated that the injury was sett-inflicted. 

Smith — born Steven Paul Smith in Omaha — first garnered 
attention in Heatmiser. a 90s Portland. Oregon, punk band. 
In 1994, as Heatmiser released their second album, Smith put 
out the delicate acoustic record Roman Candle. Critics 
praised his moody and meticulously strummed confession- 
als, and when Heatmiser dissolved. Smith's solo career blos- 
somed. Following 1997's Either/Or, Smith made the leap from 
indie label Kill Rock Stars to DreamWorks, for whom he 
recorded 1998's lushly orchestrated XOand 2000's Figure 8. 
In 1998. the introverted Smith took the stage at the Oscars to 



perform "Miss Misery," which was featured in the Gus Van 
Sant film Good Will Hunting. 

Throughout Smith's rise from indie enigma to folk-rock 
icon, fans and friends traced his crumbling stability through 
bouts with heroin and alcohol addiction, his deeply morose 
lyrics, and several troublingly honest interviews. Reports of 
erratic live performances, during which Smith abandoned 
half -sung songs and admitted he was unable to play his 
own complicated guitar parts, became frequent. "He was 
the anti-rock star." says singer Mary Lou Lord, who toured 
with Smith early in his solo career. "He was full of self-doubt 
and anger, but he never screamed. I think his voice really 
brought people in." At the time of his death. Smith was 
recording his sixth album. From a Basement on the Hill. 

"I know that there are kids who have been completely 
inspired to pick up acoustic guitars and carry the torch," Lord 
says. 'At the Oscars, he looked like an angel. That will be my 
last impression of him. with his greasy hair and his white 
Armani suit. It was like. You've made it. baby." catmiganz 
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You might think it's difficult for Flaming Lips frontman Wayne Coyne to be so damn psyche- 
delic all the time, but it's not much trouble for a guy who loves to soak in fake blood and 
dance with furries. Every day. The Lips have been touring behind their stellar Yoshimi Battles 
the Pink Robots for a year and a half and are now releasing a deluxe version plus an EP 
with four new songs. We zoomed through the streets in a soapbox racer, and I totally let 
Wayne control the brakes. 

So, the Lips were recently touring with the Red Hot Chill Peppers? Yeah, and Mike Watt (for- 
mer Minutemen bassist) was also on the tour. I think the Chili Peppers just wanted to have 
opening bands who are even older than they are. 

In 2002, you pulled double duty as the opening and backing band for Beck. That required total 
dedication. It was up to us to decide what to do — even with his own material. It's a big 
responsibility to know he will be playing to a couple of thousand rabid fans every night and 
could easily blame (debacles) on us. 

So what's the deal with this Christmas on Mars film you've been working on? It just seemed like 
all interesting bands have movies: Pink Floyd, the Beatles, the Ramones, the Spice Girls. In 
our film, people living in a space station on Mars are getting ready to celebrate their first 
Christmas there, and they're losing a grip on what Is real and what Christmas means. I play 
a benevolent superbeing traveling home from Orion's Belt who is mistaken for Santa Claus. 
Most of it has been shot in Oklahoma, but I've been talking to this guy from a leg of NASA 
who has Mars simulators at the North Pole and in Utah, I think I'll go to the one in Utah. 

Sounds like you sure love Christmas. I like eating those damn dirty stinking turkeys. Gimme 
gimme! I do, too! We decorate our house as gaudy as we can get away with. 

I'd imagine that's pretty damn gaudy. In these wild political times, is there anything you'd like to 
throw your support behind? I think everybody is wondering what's up with Jack White's mus- 
tache. He has this weird little John Waters thing going on right now, and I just want to go on 
the record saying that I think it looks marvelous. 




WHO'S BEEN 
ARRESTED 
NOW? 

COURTNEY 
LOVE 

Injecting the title 
of her upcoming 
album, America's 
Sweefhearf, with 
even more irony, Courtney Love allegedly 
broke several windows at the Los Angeles 
home of her sometime beau and ex- 
manager James Barber in October. Cops 
hauled her away on a misdemeanor drug 
charge and her daughter, Frances Bean, 
was placed in the custody of Kurt Cobain's 
mother. Approximately one hour after post- 
ing $2,500 bail, Love landed in a hospital 
due to an apparent OxyContin overdose. 
Love told a New York newspaper she was 
taken to Las Encinas Psychiatric Hospital 
eight days later because authorities feared 
she'd take her own life: "Cops and two 
ladies in white coats came to my house. I 
got jackbooted. My mouth was taped shut." 
Love said she then walked out of the hospi- 
tal, hid in a bush and convinced a man in 
a guitar shop to drive her home after her 
door-to-door "Hi I'm Courtney Love. I'm 
leaving the loony bin" technique failed. 

CARYNGANZ 




HEAVY ROTATION 

WHAT'S BLASTING FROM THE 
SPIN OFFICES THIS MONTH 



ERASE ERRATA Al Crystal Palace (Troubleman 
Unlimited) There are two sides to this all-female 
San Francisco band, and every time they meet 
it's like a WWE grudge match— dance-punk 
rhythms vs. art-school guitar squalls. Uke oil and 
water, they refuse to mix. And that's the beauty of 
it (Alexander Chow, senior designer) 

RICARDO VIUALOBOS Alcachota (Playhouse) 
German minimalist techno with a pain-inducing, 
late 70s-era Throbbing Gristle appeal, as it 
someone's tickling your neurons with a whisk 
broom while whacking you over the head with a 
Nert baseball bat (Adrienne Day, managing 
editor, new media) 

THE DECEMBERISTS Her Majesty the Decemberlsts 
(Kill Rock Stars) On his band's second LP Portland. 
Oregon-based Colin Meloy sings chanteys 
about pirates, odes to obscure Brooklyn novelists, 
and the sweetest love song ever addressed to an 
ankle (Andy Greenwald. senior contributing writer) 
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Roll Over Beethoven. 

The new Samsung Napster YP-910GS. 



^^napSter. Napster 2.0 ready 

■ Visit www.samsungusa.com/YP910GS 

Available at: amaZ0n.C0m $BWj CRUTCHFIE10 

©2003 Samsung Electronics America. Inc. Napster and the Napster logo are trademarks of Napster. LLC. that may be registered In the U.S. and/or other countries. 
AH brands and product names are trademarks or registered trademarks of their respective companies. 



The YP-910GS is about to change the way you get and play music. Now you can 
download directly from the new Napster 2.0, or almost anywhere else, for that matter. 
And once you've recorded up to 5,000 of your favorite songs, you can play them 
anyplace thanks to the built-in FM transmitter. The YP-910GS digital audio player. 
Nothing covers the ins and outs of music quite like it. 



^^^^^^ 
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NO DO-OVERS! 



What happens when artists remake (and ruin) their classic songs? By Andrew Beaujon 

In a decision that had nothing to do with one half of the band being dead, the Beatles recently rereleased their swan song. Let It Be. as Let It 
Be. ..Naked, with the sessions the way Paul McCartney originally envisioned them: without producer Phil Spector's added orchestral flourishes. 
This is not a new idea. Pop has been eating itself and reheating Its leftovers since Chubby Checker twisted again and again in the early '60s. 
But the thing no artists seem to consider when strip-mining past glories is that they are the only ones asking. "What would this record sound like 
if it. y'know, sucked more?" Below, some particularly good examples of bad examples. 

Ozzy Osbourne 

What got redone: Osbourne recently remixed, remastered, and replaced the bass and drum 
parts on his first two solo albums. Blizzard of Ozz (1980) and Diary of a Madman (1981). 
Why this is wrong: Ozzy's been Fat Elvis since 1973, so you can't argue that his muse was 
somehow more pure when he recorded both albums during one intoxicant-soaked year, 
auditioning boy-genius guitarist Randy Rhoads between blackouts. Both albums sound like a 
rat's ass but are classics nonetheless, Osbourne's new bassist Robert Trujillo and drummer 
Mike Bordin obviously grew up listening to original players Bob Daisley and Lee Kerslake. 
Erasing them from history is the kind of tactic that people don't miss about Joseph Stalin. 





Kiss 

What got redone: What hasn't gotten redone? 

Why this is wrong: In 1978, Kiss remade 1974's "Strutter" with disco hi-hats and haven't looked 
back since. It's been five years since Gene Simmons and Co. have even trifled with writing 
new songs, preferring to trot out repurposed versions of 30-year-old classics. The 1988 collec- 
tion Smashes, Thrashes & Hits featured rerecorded versions of their best songs and a version of 
1976's "Beth" featuring then-drummer Eric Carr replacing Peter Criss' vocals on a song Criss 
wrote. Earlier this year Kiss re-re-re-lnfinity-rerecorded most of the same songs with an 
Australian orchestra. Perhaps in 2004, they will send out robots to tour. 



2JFr. 



The Police 

What got redone: "Don't Stand So Close to Me" (1986) 

Why this is wrong: You hate your band, and they hate you. Do you: (a) do the honest thing 
and break up; (b) launch one last tour and part as colleagues if not friends; (c) soak your fans 
by throwing together a greatest-hits package and overhauling a big hit from six years earlier? 
If you answered (c), you are living the dream of the blue turtles. The mechanical percussion 
puts original drummer Stewart Copeland's purported participation into question. Sting faux- 
wearlly ad-llbs the Nabokov lyric, and guitarist Andy Summers gamely strums like a man one 
royalty check away from gMng up his Montserrat estate. 




Iggy and the Stooges 



What got redone: Raw Power (1997) 

Why this is wrong: You'd think a beautiful caveman of an album that influenced an entire 
generation of primal-punk acolytes would be, you know, best left alone. But nooooooo. Iggy 
Pop— long after he could blame drugs for poor decisions— decided to remix this 1973 classic 
so it sounded like every other stupid album that came out in '97:"blgger" guitars, more radio- 
friendly high-end. and 10 percent louder. Look out. honey, cause he's using technology. 



Adam Ant 

What got redone: "Stand and Deliver' (2003) 

Why this is wrong: Only an iron-hearted bastard could oppose a higher standard of living for 
our simian forebears. But even Moby would gleefuly blow away every last silverback in Africa 
after two minutes' exposure to Adam Ant's feckless remuddling of this 1981 cult classic, retitled 
"Save the Gorilla" to aid the Dian Fossey Gorilla Fund. It's kind of poignant that Ant is wearing 
spectacles over his trademark eye makeup In the video. But this version, which substitutes ape 
sounds for the original's "na deedly kwa kwa" vocal, tends to squander any such goodwill at 
around the four-minute mark. Still, it's good to know he hasn't lost his way with a lyric: "I don't 
know the next verse, because I haven't even writ it. Bollocks. Oh, shit. Poo." 
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C-C-C-CAN'T 
STOP THE BREASTS 

Meet "the World's Premiere Topless DJ" 

By Andrew Beaujon 



J 




"Is that a 1 2-inch in your 
pocket, or are you just really 
into my beat matching?": 
Portia Surreal on the wheels 
of steel 



You know your boyfriend's love is for real when he takes time to put elec- 
trical tape on your nipples. It's a couple of hours before Portia Surreal's 
set at the New Orleans House of Blues, and her significant other, Darius 
Acosta, is assisting the self-proclaimed "World's Premiere Topless DJ" 
out of her black jeans and bra. He then lovingly tapes an X over each 
areola. Out of her bag come a whip and a fuzzy riding crop. She selects 
a 12-inch single from her shiny silver record box. Showtime. 

Portia met Darius last Memorial Day at a show in Las Vegas. She was 
walking around the club, topless as usual, looking for volunteers for her 
fetish act. A few months later, Portia moved from Houston to New York 
City to be closer to Darius, a personal trainer. "It takes me being secure 
with myself," he says of his girlfriend's occupation. 

Portia is about 5'8' and slim. The photos on her website make her 
look a little intimidating, but in person she's polite, even kind of goofy. 
Though coy about her age (she appears to be in her mid-20s), Portia 
will cop to a vinyl habit that started in 1996, around the same time she 
started working as a performer at fetish parties ("You have the freak 
show, and then you have the burlesque girls, and you have the mod- 
els," she says, as if describing a deli tray). It was a natural coming of 
age for a girl whose mom used to dress her up for screenings of The 
Rocky Horror Picture Show in a Frank-N-Furter costume and a hat that 
proclaimed I'm a sweet transvestite. Summoning the nerve to rock the 



decks in public took a few 
more years, but DJ'ing half- 
naked eventually became 
her trademark, a way to 
stand out in a room full of 
people wearing rubber. 

Tonight's show Is a 
Monday party called S.I.N. , 
which stands for "Service 
Industry Night" but seems to 
attract fewer off-duty wait- 
resses than frat rats in base- 
ball caps. When Portia's 
friend Disco D finishes his 
opening set, she drops a 
record and strikes a balletic pose on the riser. "Aw, yeah, here we go," 
says one dude a few feet in front of the stage. 

Even in a city where women regularly show their breasts in exchange 
for cheap plastic beads, a naked lady draws a crowd. "Some people 
consider it a gimmick," Portia says, "but it is who I am. I love expressing 
myself in an erotic way." She's even planning to change her sobriquet 
to "the World's Premiere Erotic and Fetish DJ," which is partly a reaction 
to pigeonholing and partly to avoid friction with local codes. Penelope 
Tuesdae, a Hollywood DJ who often spins topless, was arrested in 2001 
for exposing her breasts while playing in Melbourne, Florida. "I can't 
even tell you how many flyers we've had to change," says Portia. "It isn't 
about me being topless," she says. "It's about being erotic." 

As the night drags on and the Kappa Sigs melt away, Portia is sur- 
rounded by a steady queue of young women who leap onstage to 
dance. She caresses one with her feathery riding crop; the girl takes 
the crop and play-flogs her back. But Portia soon retreats behind the 
decks for the rest of her set (electro, trance, some Tears for Fears), 
and by the time the lights come up, 90 minutes later, the crowd is 
down to a few patrons. Portia calls the next day to say she'd been 
having problems with the mixer and didn't want to stray far from it. 
Nudity might have gotten her the gig, but lose the beat and the last 
thing your audience will notice is that you're not wearing any clothes. 



SMITHS REUNION AT FAN'S CEMETERY GATES? 

In an attempt to restore harmony and balance to the universe, a 34-year-old fan of the Smiths, who 
coordinates social workers in Kentucky, is making early arrangements to use his final wish (i.e., his 
will) to mend one of rock history's major rifts. He's imploring Morrissey and former Smiths guitarist 
Johnny Marr— estranged for years following the band's 1987 breakup— to cast aside their differences 
and just hang out for a while. According to the anonymous obsessive's will, the pair will be granted 
access to all his remaining or unclaimed assets only if they're willing to share awkward silence for an 
uninterrupted 61 minutes. A provision drafted by attorney and self-proclaimed "big Smiths fan" Stuart 
Brown states that if the pair "meet with one another alone in the same room for more than one hour," 
they'll be privy to an estate Brown claims "has the potential to be rather sizable." The queen may be 
dead, but altruism lives on and on. AMANDA PETRUSICH 
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MERCE CUNNINGHAM 
DANCE COMPANY WITH 
RADIOHEAD AND SIGUR ROS 

BROOKLYN ACADEMY OF MUSIC 

BROOKLYN 

OCTOBER 14,2003 

"Percussion music is revolution." declared John Cage, the visionary 
composer and proto-DJ who was also choreographer Merce 
Cunningham's longtime companion and collaborator, in an essay 
about modern dance. "Tomorrow, with electronic music in our ears, 
we will hear freedom." 

Well, it's tomorrow, and to Radiohead, Merce Cunningham's Split 
Sides probably seemed like the fulfillment of Cage's prophecy. The 
group that has struggled so famously with fame landed a gig out of 
singer Thorn Yorke's fever dreams: providing abstract accompani- 
ment for a dance troupe from the darkness of an orchestra pit. pretty 
much Invisible to the audience, most of whom wouldn't have recog- 
nized the band if they'd been busking outside the theater. Most, but 
not all: A squad of somber Radiohead fans canvassed Lafayette 
Avenue for a miracle ticket to this one-time-only performance, for 
which scalpers were getting $500 a seat. 

The lobby throbbed with art-world glitterati and rubberneckers 
("Who's that woman with Lou Reed? Are he and Laurie Anderson 
fin/s?!"). Onstage, New York's arts-loving, smoke-hating mayor, Michael 
Bloomberg, delivered opening props to Cunningham, the 84-year-old 
high priest of modern dance, as Cunningham's company warmed up 
behind him. Meanwhile, Radiohead and their Icelandic prog-rock pals 
Sigur R6s stood squirming like kids at a school assembly. Yorke, in a bat- 
tered black leather jacket, black shirt and pants, and white sneakers, 
periodically cracked wise to bassist Colin Greenwood; one briefly imag- 
ined that the singer might actually miss being the center of attention. 

Per a dice roll. Radiohead were paired with the first segment of the 
evening: Cunningham likes to utilize chance elements, believing, as 
did Cage, that music and dance should function Independently in 
performance. The piece began with Jonny Greenwood's lonely elec- 
tronic keyboards; bell tones and violin drones rose up. then bits of a 
religious broadcast, then Yorke's wordless vocals, all looped and 
blurred. Dancers in sheer soot-gray-and-white leotards twisted around 
one another, creating a gorgeous human geometry. Only rarely, as 
when a woman repeatedly fell backward into her partner's arms- 
recalling one of those psychotherapeutic trust exercises — did ges- 
tures rise beyond the abstract. This was Rorschach art. open to any 
interpretation. Toward the end, as Yorke pogoed wildly over a studio- 




"I'll be the sardine: you be the crushed tin 
box!' Members of the Merce Cunningham 
Dance Company channel Thorn Yorke 




size mixing board In the pit. you could see him Indulging his own Inter- 
pretation: that he was rocking the decks at the coolest dance club on 
the planet. 

Sigur Ros created even more magic in Spilt Sides' second half, 
performing with an amplified sculpture (built by lead singer Jonsi 
Blrgisson's dad) and incorporating mic'd ballet shoes and a collec- 
tion of modified music boxes that often made the dancers seem like 
windup toys in a psychedelic window display. 

When It was all over, fans seemed equally dazzled and puzzled 
("I had no idea what the fuck was going on," confided one). It was 
a lesson in how bands can disappear almost completely and still take 
you someplace amazing, will, hermes 



Hope that's an ergonomic key- 
board: Steve Bays of Hot Hot Heat 




HOT HOT HEAT 

IRVING PLAZA I NEW YORK CITY I OCTOBER 1 1 , 2003 

The Lower East Side of Manhattan has been receiving a lot of credit — and magazine ink — 
for helping the hipsters of America get their groove back. But that doesn't mean the 
crowds in New York City clubs are suddenly footloose; besides, today's best dance-punk 
troubadours may just be Hot Hot Heat, a quartet of worryingly scrawny dudes from the 
West Side — of Canada. 

Singer and occasional keyboard-basher Steve Bays has the kind of shaggy haircut one 
imagines he's had since long before it became fashionable; onstage, he's somewhere 
between a peacock and a Buzzcock. charismatically prancing like Mick Jagger after a 
hip replacement or two. Yowling, bass-heavy songs like "Bandages" and "Get In or Get 
Out" made the house quake. And though the band seemed a bit tired of their old set, 
they carried it off with enough zeal to whet appetites for a third album, due out in 2004, 
and may even have inspired a few cool kids to shake it. andy greenwald 
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THE TACOMA 4X4. 

Plenty of muscle, an available TRD Off-Road Package* and a 
locking rear differential* If fear has the nerve to show its ugly 
face, go ahead and run it down. 
toyota.com 
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BRAND NEW 

WHO: Recently signed to DreamWorks, this emo foursome, led by acid-tongued Jesse Lacey, has springboarded from an opening 
slot on the last Dashboard Confessional tour into the bruised hearts of America's youth. 

SOUND LIKE: Second album, Deja Entendu, sloughs off the pop-punk blitz of their 2001 debut, Your Favorite Weapon, and wades into 
murkier territory, with the reverb-drenched lunar dirge of "Tautou" and the moodily anthemic MTV2 favorite "The Quiet Things No One Ever 
Knows." Lacey details his relationship dramas with rapier lines like "I hope you come down with something they can't diagnose." 
HOME IS WHERE THE HERD IS: Spawned in the fertile punk ground of Long Island, also home to Glassjaw, the Movielife, and Taking 
Back Sunday (with whom Lacey briefly played bass), Brand New won't be shilling for the tourism board. "That whole thing has been 
kind of beaten to death," says drummer Brian Lane. "People are like, 'Oh, this band is from Long Island, they've probably got some 
potential,' " adds Lacey. "No, they don't!" 

CONFLICT OF INTEREST: A few years ago, a tiff over a girl between Lacey and Taking Back Sunday guitarist John Nolan (since patched up) 
escalated into a lyrical rivalry, with unintentional results. "It turned into this huge, Jay-Z/Nas-type thing," Lacey recalls. "When kids found out 
we were touring together, they'd come because they thought we'd kick each other's asses onstage." tim kenneally 
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► noise bands to watch 




DIZZEE 
RASCAL 

Summer 2003 was man time for 



Dizzee Rascal. On July 7, hours 
before a show in the Mediter- 
ranean resort of Ayia Napa, the 
MC/producer/DJ from East Lon- 
don's blighted projects was 
stabbed six times (arrest warrants 
were issued for two associates of 
beef-sizzling garage-rap posse So 
Solid Crew). On July 21 , his debut 
album. Boy in Da Corner, was 
released in the U.K.; on September 
9. the album won the prestigious 
Mercury Music Prize, beating out 
rock giants Coldplay and Radio- 
head. A few days later, the kid 
known to his mom as Dylan Mills 
turned 19. 

Dizzee Rascal is a sloe-eyed, 
whip-tongued, slang-crunching 
revolution in British street sounds, 
occupying a space between the 
London underworld of Charles 
Dickens, the thug-poet realism of 
Tupac Shakur, and the bleeding- 
edge beats of U.K. stars the Streets 
and Ms. Dynamite. The raps on Boy 
in Da Corner— when discernible 
through a cacophony of squawks, 
blurts, car alarms, sirens, and 
Rascal's cockney-gangsta flow — 
spin tales of sex, violence, and 
strife at the bottom of the English 
class ladder. "As I was growing up. 
I had a lot of problems," Rascal 
says, alluding to a criminal record 
and an aborted education. "But 
the flip side is that channeling it 
made the music work. It's a reflec- 
tion of my surroundings. It's me 
sitting on the street corner, watch- 
ing life go by." CRAIG MCLEAN 



AGAINST ME! 

As the Eternal Cowboy 

(Fat Wreck Chords) 
Singer/guitarist Tom Galen is a 
backwater mini-Dylan, blazing 
out of Gainesville, Florida, with a 
head full of ideas that are driv- 
ing him insane and a righteously 
chiming roadhouse-thrash band 
that's so fired up they actually 
have a song called "T.S.R. (This 
Shit Rules)." And so it does, even 
when they go acoustic. 



2MEX 

Sweat Lodge Infinite 

(Temporary Whatever/ 
Songodsun) 

If you've ever sopped up bong 
water with an issue of Z Maga- 
zine, this Hispanic mic rocker 
could be for you. He may get 
filed under "Latin." but his murky 
beats and agit beef are about 
alienation, not heritage, which is 
why his last record was called 
B Boys in Occupied Mexico. 



THE FLASH EXPRESS 
Introducing fhe Dynamite 
Sound of the Flash Express 

Post-MC5/the Stooges garage 
slop rarely scores points for its 
sense of humor. But these Los 
Angeles cornballs (with help 
from Cody Chesnutt) know how 
to lighten up, covering Grand- 
master Flash's urban-blight classic 
"The Message," recasting it as a 
squatter's rights rave-up. 



MORE NEW MUSIC TO HEAR NOW By Jon Dolan 
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With Lifestyles, you don't have to 
gamble on safety to get comfort and pleasure. 

No one can afford to bet against the odds these days 
when it comes to protection. But that doesn't mean 
-vAt* giving up on great sex. Lifestyles Condoms offer the 
-\ ultimate in "stretchability" for reliability you can 

. count on and a comfortable fit.. .every time. . 
. y° u re feeling lucky, go with the 

sure winner, LifeStyles Condoms. 



Enter our 
Feels Good to 
Get Away" Sweepstakes! 

You and a friend could find yourselves on a 
romantic weekend in the city of your choice! For details 
and to enter, visit www.lifestyles.com/feelsgoodsweeps 
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TOO CLEVER BY HALF 

Making small talk with the hobbits of The Lord of 
the Rings: The Return of the King By Diane Vadino 

FIT U( 9 w '' n a runnin 9 ,inne of 7 00 minutes (give or take) and a buda 
I the King, the final installment in Peter Jackson's Lord ot the 
every possible sense. And if there's anything we've learned from the epic Tdfl 
capable of very great things. So as the Rings cycle comes to a close, who 
people of them all— the hobbits? Standing considerably taller in real life 
Samwise), Billy Boyd (right, the musically inclined Pippin), and Dominic M 
for a KVng-size conversation. 




roximately $9 zillion. The Return of 
is the biggest movie of the year in 
ptation, it's that little people are 
rving ot our respect than the littlest 
t stin (center, who plays the loyal 
the battle-bound Merry) reunited 



► exposure 



Spin. Hobbits may be noble and brave, but they're not particularly sexy— 
especially compared to the movie's elf and the human characters. 
Monaghan: We are sexy. Hobbits are the sexiest. 
Astin: I think she's saying you're not as sexy as Orlando (Bloom, who 
plays the elf Legolas). 

Monaghan: I am as sexy as Orlando. I actually think I'm sexier. 
Maybe, but hobbits aren't sexy. 

Monaghan: The hobbits have to be the most approachable characters 
of the Fellowship, the sweetest and nicest-looking. For the audience to 
invest in them, hobbits have to be wide-eyed and sweet and childlike, 
and childlike is not sexy. Unless you're a pedophile. But they're the 
fucking sexiest guys in the world, as far as I'm concerned. 
What are some of the unexpected benefits of playing hobbits? 
Astin: I was invited to do a speech at a jet-propulslon laboratory at 
Harvard. I was standing there thinking, "These are rocket scientists." 
And you realize that, man, they're just geeks. They were so interested 
in the way the movies were made. I just answered their questions and 
shared some insight and heard from them about the Mars probe. 
Any other surprising perks? 
Monaghan: Women, 
You mean groupies? 

Monaghan: Well, it's more people coming over to talk to you than 
actually women, right? 

Boyd: It just means that a lot of women have seen Dom on a big 
screen with a giant, 15-foot head. 

Are your fans ever disappointed that you're not more hobbity in real life and 
are actually normal size? 

Astin: It's very disappointing for children when they meet me. That is my 
lot in life: to do something that children love so much that when they 
meet me, they're totally let down. 

lord of the Rings fans are notoriously. . .enthusiastic about these characters. 
Astin: You have to protect yourself. I've come up with a phrase: 
"inappropriately intense." 

Monaghan: You have to take it with a pinch of salt. You have to be 
aware that if you are in people's living rooms, people will fancy you. 
The ugliest guy in the world who's on TV will get a lot of attention. 
In any group of people, each member often develops a particular iden- 
tity— the brain, the jock, the drama queen. Did that happen to you? 
Monaghan: Once, when we went back for reshoots, the four hobbits 
were riding horses. 

Boyd: Elijah was having a lot of trouble with his horse, but he was try- 
ing to be a leader, and Sean was having an allergic reaction to the 
horsies. Dom was in a bad mood — 

Monaghan: — I was grumpy because of certain technical things that 
were pissing me off about the scene. 

Boyd: And I was just in stitches watching all of them. It was so funny. 



+ 




Not very large. 

but still In 
charge: clock- 
wise from top, 
Astin as Sam. 
Boyd as Pippin, 
Monaghan 
as Merry 



And a girl from the special-effects team was standing there with a 

friend, and she looks at us and says, "Sneezy, Happy, Grumpy, and 

Doc" and walked away, 

Monaghan: Elijah just could not control his horse. 

Boyd: The worst horseman in the world. 

Astin: I thought I was going to die that day. The allergic reaction was 
really acute. Somebody said something about how at certain points in 
your life you can have greater or lesser tolerance to histamines, and 
I was having a low moment with my histamines. 
Monaghan: Yeah, men go through cycles the same way women do. 
Astin: Well. /don't. 

You first started production on the lord of the Rings films more than four 
years ago. How sad are you to see the experience come to an end? 
Boyd: For me. it doesn't really feel like an ending — it feels like I'll have 
more time to do other things, which is cool. 

Astin: There's an element of sadness about this whole circus being 
over, but reinventing yourself Is always Interesting. 
So what's next for you? 
Astin: Confusion. 
Monaghan: Death. 
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Boyd: Glory. 



With This Ring... 

Still baffled by two films' worth 
of competing characters, plot 
twists, and apocalyptic Patties 9 
Consult this cheat sheet and 
you'll be as good as gold 




<|«'^^V& FRODO AND SAM 

■JL vlflR Jfcflj mEN: ln tneir Quest *° 
J^Bfl destroy a malevolent 
magic ring, a valiant 
hobbit (Elijah Wood) 
and his best pal sought 
the guidance of its for- 
mer owner, (Solium, a 
computer-generated 
wretch with a spirt personality and a hankering 
for raw fish. 

NOW: Gollum leads the pair to a secret passage, 
but a giant arachnid named Shelob guards the 
way. When Frodo is poisoned by the spider and 
abducted by ores, It's up to Sam to rush the end 
zone and save the day. Just like he did in Rudy' 



ARAGORN 

THEN: The handsome, 
scruffy loner (Viggo 
Mortensen) was 
Frodo's sworn protec- 
tor at the beginning of 
the quest. It later 
turned out that he's 
descended from 
kings, and that life is really unfair. 
NOW: Will the conflicted swordsman assume his 
responsibilities as the rightful leader of men in 
time to save our species from a massive 
onslaught of invading monsters? For a hint, take 
a look at the new film's title. 
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GOLLUM'S COLUMN 

The trolls and tribulations 
of Andy Serkis 





Cinema's most politically active special effect: Gollum (top fight) and Serkis (above) 



For a guy who doesn't actually appear in a single frame 
of The Lord of the Rings. Andy Serkis may be the most visi- 
ble member of Its cast. The classically trained stage actor 
is the man responsible for the computer-animated 
Gollum's agile antics and screechy elocution, and the 
one who's often called upon to represent the Rings 
ensemble at sci-fi conventions. Fresh off a visit to the 
mammoth British gathering Collectormania. Serkis. 39. 
spoke to us in his own. non-screechy voice. DIANE VADINO 

Spin: Was that you we saw at last 
year's Oscars, walking the red car- 
pet with a "No War for Oil" sign? 
Andy Serkis: It was. Once the U.S. 
decided to go Into Iraq. Hollywood 
became full of fear. People were 
absolutely terrified to speak their 
minds. They argued that (the cer- 
emony) shouldn't be a platform for political discussion. But 
I always thought that's what you do as an actor: You 
investigate and bring back what you find and share it with 
an audience. 

Is it safe to assume the fans at Collectormania are a little more 
relaxed? We actually get into pretty in-depth discussions. 
People want to talk to me about things they associate 
with Gollum — strong addictions, anorexia, and bulimia. 
I met a lady whose son was dying of leukemia, and she 
was saying that during the last few months of his life he 
really related to Gollum. 

That sounds intense. It can be very humbling, and some of 
the stories are quite tragic. It's strange, because you have 
to deal with these people in a very open environment, as 
more people continue lining up behind them. 

Not all of your encounters are totally heartbreaking, are they? 

Oh, no. A lot of it's speaking to someone they have on the 
phone, like, "My dad's a big fanl" And then Dad comes 
on, and we have a little chat about what's going to hap- 
pen in The Return of the King. 

Are there people who still don't understand that Gollum is 
essentially a special effect? People do come up and ask, 
"How long were you in makeup?" That's what you might 
call a frequently asked question. 



MERRY AND PIPPIN 
THEN: Frodo's pals 
were last seen storm- 
ing the castle of the 
evil wizard Saruman 
(Christopher Lee) with 
an army of walking, 
talking tree creatures. 
(Saruman's army of 
giant termites was apparently on furlough.) 
NOW: While Pippin withstands an assault on the 
humans' last stronghold. Minas Tirith, Merry con- 
fronts an evil Ringwraith, who boasts that no 
man can kill him. Too bad Merry isn't technically 
a man. Ah, semantics! 





GANDALF 

THEN: The old wizard 
(Ian McKellen) fell to his 
apparent death during 
a battle with a demon. 
Then he came back all 
New Agey, with clean 
robes, more magic 
powers, and a deeper 
appreciation for the music of Jerry Garcia. 
NOW: A multitasking Gandalf fights alongside 
the humans at Minas Tirith, confronts the hordes 
of the Dark Lord Sauron head-on, then hitches a 
ride with an eagle to meet Frodo and Sam at 
Mount Doom, all while memorizing his dialogue 
for X-Men 3. 



PETER JACKSON 
THEN: The eccentric 
New Zealander (with 
a puppet comedy 
called Meet the 
Peebles on his directo- 
rial resume) was the 
ringleader of a crack- 
pot scheme to make 
three Lord of the Rings movies in just 18 months. 
NOW: A proven box-office draw (and an Oscar 
nominee for best director), Jackson is being 
paid $20 million to cowrite and direct a remake 
of King Kong. But Peter, what about a little Rings 
prequel called The Hobbit? JOHN SELLERS 




36 SPIN 



► exposure 



MOVIE NEWS 

Tom Cruise knows karate— and we know the guy 
who taught it to him. Plus: Nick Cannon schools 
us in '80s nostalgia, and Mekhi Phifer discovers 
the dark underbelly of Canada By Diane Vadino 




► TOP SHOGUN If Tom Cruise ever found himself in mortal combat 
against the cast of Kill Bill, at least one expert would put his money on 
the smirking Scientologist: veteran stunt coordinator Nick Powell, who 
guided the star through seven months of fight training for The Last 
Samurai. In preparation for his role as a disillusioned Civil War hero 
employed by the emperor of Japan, Cruise had to endure strenuous 
regimens in sword fighting, kendo, jujitsu, and karate, and, according 
to his instructor, he passed with flying colors. "He's a natural athlete, 
and I don't say that lightly," says Powell, 39, whose previous pupils 
have included Mel Gibson (for Biaveheart) and Russell Crowe (for 
GJadiafor). "[Cruise] was taking swords with him everywhere— any- 
where while he was doing publicity for Afinorj ty Report , even on week- 
ends when he was going home to LA." When not working one-on-one 
with Cruise, Powell made sure his huge cast of extras avoided injury 
while battling across the film's New Zealand locations. "The challenge 
is getting everything to look right in a safe way," says Powell. "When 
you've got 600 people fighting in a field you don't want a guy tripping 
and landing on somebody's dagger or something." 




LITTLE BIG MAN 
ON CAMPUS 

It's been a mere 16 years 
since the release of Can'f Buy 
Me Love, but its story— about 
an unpopular high school stu- 
dent who pays a cheerleader 
to pose as his girlfriend— was 
so evocative that producers 
couldn't wait the customary 
two decades to remake it. In 
Love Don't Cost a Thing, the 
role made famous by Patrick Dempsey is taken over by Nick 
Cannon (.Drumline). who says he never had to shell out for 
companionship when he was a student: "I went to one of 
those schools where the black kids kicked it over here, the 
goth kids kicked it over there, everybody was together." Not 
that he completely escaped the ridicule of his classmates. 
'I was a little guy in high school, like 5'2\ " says Cannon. 22. 
who has since grown an additional 1 1 inches. "I had fresh- 
mdn girls telling me I was going to be so cute when I got 
older. And I was older than they were." 

TRIPPING 
THE BLIGHT 
FANTASTIC 

After Mekhi Phifer won us 
over as a streetwise 
denizen of Detroit in 
8 Mile, we were shocked 
to learn that his new 
movie, Honey, a similarly rough-and-tumble tale of urban 
inspiration, was filmed in. . .Toronto. But the f/?star tells us not 
to be concerned about the film's credibility. "I don't want to 
reveal everything." says Phifer. 29, "but you get to delve into 
the housing projects a little bit. hustling drugs — that's all In the 
movie. It's not going to be cheesy." in the first feature from 
video director Bills Woodruff (R. Kelly's "World's Greatest"). 
Phifer plays the boyfriend of Honey Daniels (Dork Anger's 
Jessica Alba), a hip-hop choreographer whose career is 
derailed when she refuses to sleep with her mentor, "it's like a 
modern-day Fame." says Phifer, but don't look for his charac- 
ter to bust any moves on the dance floor. 'He owns a bar- 
bershop." the actor says. "He's the type of guy who might do 
a couple of two-steps at the club. " 




THE HOME FRONT Three DVDs that make social interaction so very unnecessary 
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THE NEPTUNES PRESENT: 
DUDE. ..WE'RE GOING TO 
RIO! Here's how we imagine this film 
came into existence: The fellas were 
sitting around a studio when someone 
was all, "How can we get a whole 
bunch of money to make a movie in 
Brazil?" And then somebody else was 
like, "We could search for the hottest 
model in the city!" And then some- 
body else wds like, "We could get 
Busta Rhymes to put in a cameo!" 
Yeah, pretty much. 



► ESCAPE FROM NEW 
YORK: SPECIAL EDITION 

The film that dares to ask the questions: 
What if New York City were turned into 
a gianf maximum-security prison? And 
what if a terrorist forced Air Force One 
to crash-land there? Would we need a 
one-eyed war hero played by Kurt 
Russell to save the president? Of 
course Come for the innocent pre-9/ 1 1 
devastation, stay for the bonus ten- 
minute bank-robbery sequence cut 
from the theatrical release. 



► MORVERN CALLAR 

When confronted with the body of a 
dead boyfriend, we doubt most peo- 
ple would cut up the corpse and 
dump it in the woods And yet, this is 
the response of Scottish antiheroine 
Morvern Collar (Samantha Morton). 
On her dead boyfriend's tab, Morvern 
takes off for a vacation in Spain that's 
like Girls Gone Wild, except it involves 
a lot of mechanical sex. downers, and 
a soundtrack heavy on angsf-ridden, 
Velvet Underground-style rock. 
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COWGIRL, YOU'LL - - 
BE A WOMAN SOON 

Evan Rachel Wood puts her innocence N x 
out to pasture in the chilling western 
The Missing By Kristin Roth v 



KfflP^H BACK IN THE SADDLE AGAIN: If there's a common theme running through the movies Evan Rachel Wood has starred in this year. 

■■■■■Mi it's this: No matter the time or place, it sucks to be a teenage girl. "It just goes to show," says the 16-year-old actress, laughing, 
"that some things haven't changed for hundreds of years." Having explored the dark side of contemporary girlhood in last summer's Thirteen. 
In which she played an adolescent drawn into a life of sex, drugs, and self-mutilation. Wood is again called upon to play the embodiment of 
feminine vulnerability in The Missing. Director Ron Howard's bleak western casts her as a kidnap victim whose determined mother (Cate 
Blanchett) and renegade grandfather (Tommy Lee Jones) must find her before her captors sell her into prostitution. 

RANCH DRESSING: Wood prepared for The Missing by researching the lives of 19th-century frontier women, but she still found herself ill-equipped 
to handle the blizzards, ankle-deep mud. and — worst of all — the costumes that she wore on the film's New Mexico set. "My god, corsets are 
painful," she says. "I had to remember to put my shoes on first, because I couldn't reach my toes when I had one on." 
SPURRED TO ACTION: Though the actress' black belt in tae kwon do wasn't needed for the Old West period piece, her athleticism came in handy as 
she learned to take staged blows to the face with a rifle butt and tamed a rowdy horse that wouldn't follow her commands. "This was the most 
physically challenging movie I have ever had to do," says Wood. "By the end, Cate was calling me her 'little stunt girl.' How cool is that?" 
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RETURN TO SLENDER 



TECH 



Here's the skinny on the latest in ultra-slim, 
ultra-high-tech gear By Peter Suciu 

While the average American's waistline continues to expand, the technology sector has 
discovered that thin is in: Bulky PCs and obese speakers have been placed on starvation 
diets and have emerged as compact but powerful devices that can still get the job done. Put them to 
work on your cluttered desk, or admire them as ergonomic works of art— just don't forget to compliment 
them on all the weight they've lost. 



Just because these desktop speakers are flat doesn't mean 
the music coming out of them has to be. The Philips MMS303 
system generates sound by vibrating a large thin surface, 
providing crisp audio over a wider area than traditional 
speakers. Though the 12-watt twin satellites and 20-watt 
subwoofer won't exactly rattle the walls, they're ideal tor 
performing in small spaces. Of course. If you want to use 
them to blast Metal Machine Music, that's your business. 
(phlllps.com, $49.99) 





Why waste valuable time being bombarded with emissions 
trom a TV and a computer screen when the viewsonic VP 1 9 1 s 
flat-panel monitor lets you get all your harmful radiation from 
a single source? Its 19-inch screen (Just 0.71 Inches thick) can 
display both PC and TV Images, and it's HDTV compatible, 
allowing you to watch Newlyweds In high resolution. Plus, a 
lower response time means minimal distortion when multiple 
images— like those found in videogames — are whizzing 
across the screen, (viewsonic.com, $799) 



Weighing In at just under three pounds, the Panasonic 
Toughbook W2 is the Iggy Pop of laptops— sleek and sinewy 
on the outside, raw and powerful on the Inside. Beneath Its 
slender magnesium case lurks a wolverine-fast 900MHz 
processor, the ample storage o( a shock-mounted 40GB hard 
drive, a built-in WI-FI network card (or online connections 
while you're on the go, and an Insatiable appetite for drugs, 
sex, and worldly experience. Keep it away from anything 
breakable— and from David Bowie, (toughbook.com, $2,250) 




I OBSESSION 

MARGARET 
CHO 

(M-American 
comedian, 
closet emo-rap 
enthusiast) 

"To me, 

represents an iconic fig- 
ure, the Angry Jesus, going 
into the temple and throwing 
down on all the money 
changers and prostitutes and 
saying, 'Get out of my 
father's house.' It's as if he's 
saying that rap is wasting its 
time with all these songs 
about yachts and Cristal and 
that we need to talk about 
what's real, what's painful in 
our lives — our baby- mamas, 
the relationships that frustrate 
us, our anger. He talks about 
It so eloquently that It's hard 
not to listen to it every day, a 
million times a day. Also, 
since I tour so much, I have 
this rootlessness that I hear in 
his music. That's my whole 
life. I don't have a fixed 
address. I don't have a place 
to go. I just have a posse in 
every city." 

When she's not on the 
road, Margaret Cho posts 
her highly opinionated, quasi- 
sacrilegious musings on her 
website, margarelcho.net. 



ROLL THE BONES 

The hot new goth pastime that's 
sure to replace the Ouija board at 
your next seance 

They may cover themselves In pancake makeup and shun the daylight, 
but that doesn't mean goths don't know how to have fun. When they 
gather in a basement to drink red wine and watch Bela Lugosl movies, odds are they'll 
end up playing Goth: The Game of Horror Trivia, which its manufacturer, McNutty 
Games, recommends for "ages 13 to undead." But you don't have to own every Bauhaus 
record to appreciate Goth s cheeky take on the lifestyle— you can test your mettle 
with this sample game card. 



•Ml pbyri Onculi in the 1958 dim Horror Of OtjctJjT 



-The tent "jottf cms froa the sat In n 
Germanic tribe? 



I what ancient barbaric 



Name Metallicas bassist who was killed when Ins ton Iks rolled ifler 
hitting i patch if ice. 

•Who wrote the epic poetic masterpiece 'The Inferno J 

-What actor, who plaretj a chiM on the series Gentle Ben . has also been in 
MM S horror mnes? 
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We're fine, thanks. 



You are reading a message from Adult Swim, the brand that 
represents the late-night animated programming on Cartoon 
Network. Our animation is created specifically for adults. Somt 
of it is comedy. Some of it is action. All of it is different. 

Adult Swim is the outer fringe of the television universe. We 
stand here, all alone, and we say, "Great!" If you ask us, it is 
happy-making to not be where the others are. We are, in fact, 
committed to staying in this very spot. 




Would you like to join us? 

Over here is an attorney with wings, a superhero who hosts a 
talk show and a dancing wad of meat. Yes, we are an outpost. 
But when every third person you meet is auditioning for a reality 
program, aren't we all that's left? We'll just be right over here, 
thank you, and certain people among you have heeded the call. 
Some of them are steaming the milk in your latte. Some of them 
are delivering your overnight package. Some of them are trading 
your stocks. Be nice to all of them, for they can all use some 
extra sleep. 




And so, it has come to this. Programming from the edge. Giant 
robot neighbors. A vibrant, visual medium that talks to you in 
plain old black-and-white text. And all we're asking for you to do 
is to please check us out. 

Television = Behemoth. Adult Swim = You. 



SUN - THURS 1 1 pill - 5am On n^nwHRQ 00 10 AdultSwim.com it you'd like to learn more. (BOHH SWiffl] 



It has come to this. 



exposure 



? MICHAEL CHABON PRESENTS 
1 



THE AMAZING ADVENTURES OF 




Hero worship: clockwise 
from left. Chacon's 
Escapist, the author, and 
his Pulitzer Prize-winning 
novel 



SUPERMAN 
OF LETTERS 



Michael Chabon's literary comic-book hero 
the Escapist breaks into— what else?— his own 
comic-book series 



PRINT 



When Michael Chabon's Pulitzer Prize-winning novel of superhero 
history and Immigrant assimilation. The Amazing Adventures of 
Kavalier & Clay, was published in 2000. critics couldn't help but note that it would 
make a great comic book. Apparently, the author was paying attention to his 
reviews. This month, Dark Horse Comics publishes the first issue of Michael Chabon 
Presents. . . The Amazing Adventures of the Escapist, which brings to life Chabon's 
fascist-bashing costumed champion in the medium for which he was made. 

"I wanted to see if the Escapist could be a viable character outside of the pro- 
tection of the novel," says Chabon. 40. "It's kind of a dare to make this work." 
Though the earliest issues of his series will feature the "handiwork" of his fictitious 
comics creators Joe Kavalier and Sam Clay (the true, human heroes of his book), 
It will also include new stories that pay tribute to the visual styles and dramatic 
tones of comics' bygone decades, from the earnestness of the 1940s to the 
nihilism of the 1970s. It's Chabon's homage to the 80-Page Giants published by 
DC Comics during his adolescence, which featured original material alongside 
Golden Age-era reprints in volumes that sold for 25 cents. "Those were such a 
bargain," Chabon says. "It was like having the entire history of comics at your fin- 
gertips." (The first issue of The Escapist, however, will set you back $8.95.) 

While working simultaneously on a screenplay for Kavalier & Clay and a new 
book, Hatzeplatz (which explores a plan to turn Alaska into a Jewish homeland 
during World War II), Chabon is hoping to tap his novelist friends, including Glen 
David Gold, Jonathan Lethem, and Dave Eggers, to write the Escapist's future 
exploits. "When you absorb vast quantities of comics over a long period of time, it 
just becomes part of the structure of your imagination," says Chabon. "There was 
such a stigma attached to comics that you had to deal with them ironically if you 
invoked them at all. But these days, the stigma has lessened quite a bit. We're 
encouraged to come out of the closet." joe GROSS 
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TIGERS THE NEW SHARKS 


7 






GOVERNOR SCHWARZENEGGER 1 IkF 

"TERIYAKI DOUGHNUT." TWO WORDS WE 
NEVER THOUGHT WE'D HEAR TOGETHER 


13 






KILL BILL'S SKILLFUL REFERENCES TO 

rill t"n o tfiviLuVL KcrtnEnwH 1 

ASIAN GRINDHOUSE CINEMA SUCH AS 
THE PART WHERE IT MAKES ABSOLUTELY 
NO FREAKING SENSE 


S 




THE GHETTOPOLY CONTROVERSY DO 

NOT PASS HO; DO NOT COLLECT $200 >• 


10 






■ I IQTItJ TIM RED 1 A 1/ F'C; MPnOKJAI IVC 
JUS fin 1 IIYIDCKLAIxC 9 MVl/vnAW 9 

JINGLES SOMEHOW, HE'S NEVER 
SOUNDED MORE SINCERE ★ 


1 






THE CIVIL WAR WAY MORE ROMANTIC 
THAN, SAY, THE INVASION OF GRENADA + 


14 






JOHN LENNON: THE MUSICAL WATCH 
FOR MARK DAVID CHAPMAN'S BIG 
DANCE NUMBER 


36 






THE CONDOLEEZZA RICE-DONALD 
RUMSFELD FEUD THE MAKEUP SEX IS 
GOING TO BE SPECTACULAR 


S 




OZZY OSBOURNE'S HEALTH SCARE 

t i i ic Alii i a v tc i I A r**r>r" kip \ i tt itm i i r~ ■ r 

THIS ALWAYS HAPPENS WHEN HE S 
RENEGOTIATING WITH SATAN 


3 






BIODEGRADABLE CORN CDs 

DISPOSABLE. YET DELICIOUS 


18 






CABMEN ELECTRA'S AEROBIC 
STRIPTEASE PROVIDING THE BRIEF 
OPPORTUNITY TO SEE HER WITH HER 
CLOTHES ON 


7 




QUEER EYE'S UBIQUITOUS FAB FIVE 

INvJW ArrtAKIIN^ Al 1 He UrtiNllNt* 

OF A ZIPPER 


11 


13 




GETTING THE 24 SEASON PREMIERE ON 
DVD A MONTH BEFORE IT AIRS 

AWESOME 


48 






NOT H AVI NG WATCHED THAT DVD A 

|1/%L|TU A FTEI) IT A\ inEn LTfi XD A DO A OCIK 1/"" 

MONTH AFTER IT AIRED tMbAkl<AoollNo 


2 






WHAT PROJECT, EXACTLY, WAS THY 
WADE ROBSON PROJECT? WAS IT A 

VULL-AINU MAUt rlAJM rArltK-MAL-nb r 


11 


16 




CrnDIMA A C^EUE EEATIIDIUA Olf*U 

AND/OR FAMOUS PEOPLE WITH 
GOOD CHARLOTTE'S "LIFESTYLES 
OF THE RICH ft FAMOUS" GENIUSI 


70 


17 




THE NEW BIN LADEN TAPES SO MUCH 
CLEARER WITHOUT PHIL SPECTOR'S WALL- 
OF-SOUND PRODUCTION 


3 






DONALD TRUMP'S REALITY SHOW 

WORKING TITLE: WHO WANTS TO WEAR 
AN UNCONVINCING COMB-OVER? 


IS 






CALLING THE MULTISTATS TERRORISM 
DATABASE "THE MATRIX" MUCH 
COOLER THAN CALLING IT "THE GESTAPO" 


26 






2003 YEAR OF THE YEAR 


98 


► Biggest gainer this month + Pacesetter ir Hot Shot Debut 
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my life In music: artists celebrate the albums that shaped their sound 



The 

Chemical 
Brothers 

Talking Heads, the Stone Roses, and Dylan: 
The techno-rock titans are suckers for 
words and guitars 
By Greg Milner 
Photograph by David Ellis 



ANYONE WHO'S HEARD CHEMICAL BROTHERS CLASSICS LIKE "BLOCK 

Rockin' Beats" and "Setting Sun" knows that Tom Rowlands and Ed 
Simons get over on breaking barriers between techno and rock. Even 
if the sun has set on the electronlca revolution they pioneered, the 
recent compilation Singles 93-03 shows that their big beats can still 
rock a living room. When we asked them to draw up a periodic table 
ot the music that made the Chems who they are. It was like tapping 
into two sides of the same brain— fitting for two pals who still go check 
out Dylan every chance they get. 

A. TALKING HEADS REMAIN IN LIGHT (Sire, 1980) Tom: "You can listen to 
this without really knowing the Individual songs. The whole experience 
is cohesive. It's got really funky rhythms, and the guitar sounds were 
really out there. It's forward-thinking music' Ed: "Remain In Light has the 
feeling of a groove that never ends. It's music that keeps life fresh.' 

B. NEW ORDER POWER, CORRUPTION & LIES (Factory. 1983) Tom: "This 
is one of the albums that brought us together. It's one of the first 
albums I remember listening to on a Walkman on car journeys with 
my parents and one of the first that I was aware sounded different 
from other records." Ed: "I got into this when I was 13 or 14. It's got an 
emptiness and desolation that I liked when I was 13." 

C. PUBLIC ENEMY YOI BUM RUSH THE SHOW (Def Jam, 1987) Tom: "It was 
weird being a 16-year-old kid from the home counties (outside 
London) listening to this. I used to sit in my bedroom trying to copy 
their beats with a little Casio drum machine and couldn't under- 
stand why they didn't sound the same. I'd heard Eric B. records, and 
I liked Mantronix, but this was so hard— there was no messing about. 
The first time I saw them, I got mugged on the way home. It seemed 
to authenticate the whole experience." Ed: "Everything good about 
music is here. Chuck D is a political man— he says great things— 
but in London this was party music." 

D. THE STONE ROSES THE STONE ROSES (Sitvertone. 1989) Tom: "When we 
moved to Manchester in 1989, the Stone Roses ruled the city. Even 
though they weren't acid house, all the ravers knew about them." 
Ed: "This is the record I've listened to the most in my life. We still bring 
it on every tour." 
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E. THIS MORTAL COIL BLOOD (4AD/Warner Bros.. 1991) Tom: "Another 
record that we both really liked sitting in our bedrooms." Ed: "I lived in a 
cold room for two years in college, and this kept me company while 
I went to sleep. I discovered a lot of great bands through the songs 
covered here, like Big Star. I spent years going around America tracking 
down the original albums." 

F. RENEGADE SOUNDWAVE IN DUB (Mute/Elektra, 1990) Tom: "This was 
a record we bonded over through DJ'ing. We'd put on 'Thunder' In a 
club, and immediately everyone would be smiling. We were obsessed 
with getting our bass lines to sound like theirs." Ed: "This album means 
a lot to me because Tom and I both bought it on the same day when 
we were in college. It was a total coincidence* 

G. DIMENSIONAL HOLOFONIC SOUND THE HOUSE OF GOD (Hangman. 
1989) Tom: "This is house, but done in a distorted, eerie way. There's a track 
here called Bad Acid' that has the energy of rock'n'roll, even though It's 
a minimalist house record." Ed: "Tom played Bad Acid' for me in col- 
lege. It was great to meet a friend who shared my passion for music." 

H. MY BLOODY VALENTINE LOVELESS (Sire. 1991) Tom: "I've never heard 
another record that sounds like Loveless. There's a real wholeness to it. 
All the songs kind of melt into one." Ed: "The songs are amazing, and 
they're wrapped in that amazing production. It feels like a lot of tech- 
nology was used, but it still sounds warm and human. I love albums 
that sound like they were done in one sitting." 

I. F.U.S.E. DIMENSION INTRUSION (Wax Traxl. 1993) Tom: "This reminds 
me of finishing college and moving to London and being immersed 
in techno. Richie Hawtln understood the sound of the 909 and 303." Ed: 
"Acid house was the strangest music I'd ever heard. If you want to o 
explain to someone what acid house is. this is the record to play." 

| 

z 

J. BOB DYLAN BLONDE ON BLONDE (Columbia. 1 966) Tom: "You can get 9 

so much out of this record. It's got such a strange sound to it. I've read > 

that Dylan did something with the EQ to get a murkier sound. Some- | 

times the sound is more important than the notes." Ed: "I've loved his % 

music since I was five. The words are incredible on this record. Tom and s 

I still like to see Dylan concerts together. That's a good night." ■ S 
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Add water and they can grow 
to be as big as (our feet tall: Ed 
Simons and Tom Rowlands of 
the Chemical Brothers 




the spin record guide: your monthly history of every cool album ever made 



Essential 
Prog Rock 



Blame it all on Sgt Pepper's Lonely Hearts Club Band, 
when the Beatles decided that neoclassical arrange- 
ments, psychotropic drugs, and vague, album-long story 
lines made for good rock. It did but they couldn't have 
foreseen the excess that followed. Now, with the 
Neptunes' Chad Hugo name-dropping Rush it seems 
like a good time for a beginner's guide to this enchanted 
world of bewigged weirdness By Will Hermes 




THE MOODY BLUES DAYS OF FUTURE PASSED 
(DERAM/DECCA. 1967; 1997) What began as a 
recording session for a rock version of Dvorak's 
Symphony No. 9 produced prog's biggest hit, 
"Nights in White Satin"— now playing in a Victoria's 
Secret near you . The LP also made a prog signature 
of the Mellotron, a primitive tape-loop-triggering 
keyboard that tripsters still covet. 




GENESIS FOXTROT (CHARISMA. 1972; ATLANTIC. 
1994) Before Phil Collins took over, Genesis 
belonged to Peter Gabriel, a British theater student 
fond of dressing up as a flower onstage. Capped 
by the seven-part, 22-minute "Supper's Ready," this 
album established Gabriel as something of a prog 
neorealist. Thorn Yorke would carry the torch, while 
Dave Matthews turned it all into an arena jam. 




FRANK ZAPPA/THE MOTHERS OF INVENTION WE'RE 
ONLY IN IT FOR THE MONEY (VERVE, 1968; RYKODISC, 
1995) Who knew prog could be as snotty as punk? 
A goof on hippiedom in Sgt. Pepper's packaging, its 
oddball time signatures, collaged non sequlturs, 
and deranged theatrical vocals were more about 
bad trips than free love. It predicted future Zappa 
endeavors, building a groove-fracturing spazz-rock 
tradition. Inspirational verse; "Flower Power sucks!" 




CAN EGE BAMYASI (SPOON, 1972; 1998) Almost 
alone among proggies. Kraut gods Can felt you 
could be high-minded and still rock a groove. 
Vocalist Damo Suzuki figured that since prog lyrics 
were mostly ridiculous anyway, why not just trip out 
and freestyle any or crazy shit? Here, he mewls, 
whispers, moans, and babbles over Jaki Liebezeit's 
awesome robo-funk drumming, while the other 
guys provide free-flying moral support. 





YES FRAGILE (ATLANTIC, 1972; RHINO, 2003) Prog 101 , 
with an improbable hit ("Roundabout"), a virtuoso 
concept tune that bites Brahms' Symphony No. 4, 
and a ten-minute-plus opus about the sun. Plus, lyri- 
cal pearls like "Mountains come out of the sky / 
And they stand therel" Art kids still feel its power. 

GONG FLYING TEAPOT: RADIO GNOME INVISIBLE 
PART 1 (VIRGIN, 1973; DECAL, 1990) Gong were 
possibly the most spaced-out of the proggers (and 
that's saying something); this was the first in a trilogy 
of LPs involving the "Planet Gong" and a telepathic 
network called "Radio Gnome Invisible." There are 
some fizzy jazz leanings and deep psych jams, but 
song titles like "The Pot Head Pixies" tell you all you 
need to know. ALSO TRY: Volumes One and Two by 
Coltrane-loving hippies the Sort Machine (1968, 
1969; Big Beat UK. 1989). 

EMERSON, LAKE & PALMER BRAIN SALAD SURGERY 
(ATLANTIC, 1973; RHINO. 1996) The cover is a 
cyberdelic death-sex icon painted by artist H.R. 
Glger decades before he did Korn's phallic mic 
stand, and the music is disturbing, too: Keith Emer- 
son's Moog histrionics and Carl Palmer's drum 
barrages are bombastic enough to make Led 
Zeppelin sound like indie rockers. And the computer- 
war epic "Karn Evil 9" rivals Yes' "Close to the Edge" as 
prog's defining over-the-top moment. ALSO TRY: 
Brian Eno's Another Green World (EG. 1975), 
Surgery's minimalist opposite. 
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KING CRIMSON RED (ATLANTIC, 1974; EG. 2000) 
Prog was always heady, but Crimson made it 
heavy. And this is the heaviest Crimson of all. 
before they became a goofy proto-Primus. Guitar 
guru Robert Frlpp would soon be known for 
massed acoustic curlicues and coma-inducing 
tape loops (with Brian Eno). but here, he and ex- 
Yes drummer Bill Bruford just wanna kill it. If you're 
wondering where Tool came from, start here. 

RUSH CHRONICLES (POLYGRAM/MERCURY, 1990) 
Canadians hit pay dirt by crossing British prog with 
good old American hair metal. Sure, Geddy Lee 
sings like his nuts are in a vise, but Nell Peart 
inspired a generation of hyperactive drummers, 
and Alex Lifeson's ridiculous overplaying spawned 
Eddie Van Halen (and much worse). Though some 
would pick the Ayn Rand-inspired 21 12. this best-of 
features not only pieces of that album, but also 
"Tom Sawyer," another bookish joint with a synth riff 
as relentless as a mosquito in your pup tent. 

TORTOISE MILLIONS NOW LIVING WILL NEVER DIE 
(THRILL JOCKEY. 1996) Yeah, folks used to call 'em 
"post-rock," but these Chicagoans are really just 
prog in art-punk camouflage. The concert-hall 
influence may be more Steve Reich than Stravin- 
sky and the space exploration more about dub 
than Moog solos, but they made pretentiousness 
cool again. Plus, they solved prog's old bugaboo 
of dumb lyrics: Shut up and play your marimba. ■ 
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' Turn your cell phone into a 
personal music sanctuary at 

MOBILE.SPIN.COM 

You'll be the first on the block to 
get hot ringtones, games, 
screensavers of your favorite artists, 
photo uploading and more. 

Keep the music in your 
pocket no matter where you 
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rant and roll over: pop-culture musing and abusing 



Mo' Future 
for You! 



Britney Spears became the new Charlie Kaufman, 
and Beyonce drops the big one on Syria 
By Chuck Klosterman 
Illustration by Nonconceptual 
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I'M LIKE BOB DYLAN: I DON'T LOOK BACK. I REFUSE TO CONSIDER ANY- 

thing that happened in 2003, because those days are over. Oh. 
I realize that there were fragments of noteworthy events over the 
past 12 months (tigers attacking magicians, tigers living in Harlem 
apartments, the war, etc.). but as far as I'm concerned, anything 



that occurred yesterday might as well have taken place when 
dinosaurs ruled the earth. Those who ignore history are not 
doomed to repeat it; those who ignore history are destined to 
dominate the future with extreme prejudice (almost as if they are 
cyborgs sent from the future, programmed to become governor 
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of California and possibly to kill the star of TV's Beauty and the 
Beast). Tomorrow never knows, but I have a few suspicions. Here 
is everything important that will happen in 2004. This should save 
us all some time.... 

JANUARY: The year begins with a systematic realignment, which 
is always nice. On both the mouse-infested sidewalks of New York 
City and the snow-swept parking lots of Los Angeles, everyone is 
reflecting on the same refrain: "Long hair is back." Suddenly, every 
lead singer in America is trying to look like Chris Cornell circa 1 99 1 — 
except for Chris Cornell, who keeps trying to look like the grunge 
Clark Gable. Slaughter and Blue Cheer reenter the Billboard 
chart at No. 56 and No. 1 19, respectively. My Morning Jacket begin 
to sell 200,000 albums a week. Cultural pundits widely credit the folli- 
cle comeback to the Darkness, who respond with the single "Long 
Hair (Oh Yes, We Have Started the Renaissance)." They insist this song 
is not ironic. 

FEBRUARY: The first great video of 2004 is released by the Strokes. 
"Between Love and Hate" portrays the Strokes (and Drew Barrymore) 
as a rogue New York City street gang trying to make it from the Bronx to 
Coney Island via the subway. Along the way. they battle an all-girl 
gang called the Lizzies (predictably portrayed by the Donnas) and a 



JUNE: "I Know You Want to Fuck Me, But You Can't Fuck Me No Mat- 
ter How Many Times I Imply That I Might Possibly Let You Fuck Me" 
finally loses its seven-week stranglehold on TRL. replaced by the new 
Beyonce Knowles single, "Ka-Boom." The video for "Ka-Boom" fea- 
tures the actual detonation of a nuclear weapon in Syria. 

JULY: In an interview with Kerrangl. Lars Ulrich claims that Metallica 
never actually cut off their hair when they made Load. The guys in 
Live grow back all their hair and promise to "get back to writing 
songs about placentas." Hair returns to Broadway (with Jack Black 
starring alongside that naked chick from Swimming Pool). Ryan 
Adams becomes a spokesman for Aqua Net and joins a summer 
package tour with Poison, Vinnie Vincent Invasion, Kingdom Come, 
and the re-formed Warrant 96. He blows them all off the stage (well, 
not Vinnie Vincent, but almost). 

AUGUST: In the ultimate mash-up masterpiece, infamous hooligan 
Freelance Hellraiser melds the super-hot Britney single with a forgotten 
Smiths song, dubbing the track "You Know That Joke Where You Said 
You Were Going to Finally Let Me Fuck You But Then You Still Didn't? 
Well, It Isn't Funny Anymore." Metallica respond by suing Morrissey. 

SEPTEMBER: Every blogger in the world agrees to simultaneously 



Everything changes the day after Halloween, when George W. Bush drops Dick Cheney as his running 
mate and adds Jack White to the ticket. White establishes himself as the voice of family values. 



group of Louisville Slugger-wielding thugs called the Baseball Furies 
(inexplicably portrayed by Boards of Canada). Sadly, the plot loses 
momentum when the band emerge from the subterranean chaos at 
Manhattan's Union Square subway station and spend the next four 
hours in a Virgin Megastore. 

MARCH: A new Weezer record debuts at No. 4, primarily because 
Rivers Cuomo is completely in step with the current fashion: He 
sports shoulder-length hair, a full beard, and— somewhat strangely— 
a monocle. The album. Second Cumming. is an angry rock opera, 
loosely based on the critical reaction to the Mel Gibson film The Pas- 
sion. "I couldn't relate to the subtitles," Cuomo later admits. "It was 
cooler in Aramaic." 

APRIL: The hip-hop reign of 50 Cent ends with the emergence of 
Leopard Slaya, a 16-year-old Omaha-based rapper whose debut 
album. Everyone I Know Is Already Dead, sells 1 16 million copies on 
its first day of release. Slaya is adored by the youth, partially for his 
hyperkinetic rapping style but mostly for his harrowing insights about 
"life on the street." He freely admits to having been struck by rocks 
launched from a medieval catapult on nine separate occasions 
(Including once In the face). 

MAY: Britney Spears continues her film crossover as the star of South- 
ern Fried Chick, the story of a Louisiana teenager named Britney 
who becomes a teen pop star and then attempts to cross over as 
a film star In a movie called Southern Fried Chick. Spears Insists the 
film is not autobiographical. Eyebrows are raised by the soundtrack, 
which includes the super-sassy Spears track "I Know You Want to 
Fuck Me, But You Can't Fuck Me No Matter How Many Times I Imply 
That I Might Possibly Let You Fuck Me." Spears says the single 
"shouldn't be sexualized" and is actually about "being free" and 
"feeling like a woman, which is always okay." 



blog about the new Radiohead B-side ("Oxyacetylene Otter") on 
the third anniversary of the September 1 1 attacks to prove that 
the terrorists have (still) not won. Unfortunately, the agreement acci- 
dentally inspires a flash mob. Blogging ends forever. The terrorists win. 

ROCKTOBER: No one is hurt more by the so-called big-hair revival 
than Billy Corgan, whose post-Zwan solo project is thereby 
doomed. As a career alternative. Corgan pursues poetry, releas- 
ing a 488-page tome titled Soundless: The Future of Sound. This is 
immediately followed by the 884-page Everything Written Is a 
Dream Once Forgotten. Neither goes platinum. Corgan elects to 
reunite the Smashing Pumpkins as a Mountain tribute band. Mean- 
while. Fischerspooner break up, citing "creative similarities." The 
terrorists win again. 

NOVEMBER: America has election fever! Polls indicate that Wesley 
Clark has a slim lead over the incumbent. But everything changes 
the day after Halloween, when George W. Bush suddenly drops Dick 
Cheney as his running mate and adds Jack White to the ticket. "It's 
sad to see young kids today — they're sitting around listening to hip- 
hop or nu metal with a Sony PlayStation and a bong of marijuana," 
White tells The New York Times Magazine (again). Immediately 
establishing himself as the voice of family values. A surge of GOP 
support in Detroit delivers Michigan's critical 18 electoral votes to 
Bush, swinging the election in his favor. White promises to push for 
the elimination of air-conditioning. "Why not just use electric fans?" 
he asks. "They work better than air conditioners because it's authen- 
tic wind. Sometimes you have to realize that technology is hurting 
you. Air-conditioning stops things from being real." Meanwhile. Bush 
explains that the war in the Middle East will last only nine more years. 

DECEMBER: Axl Rose releases Chinese Democracy. It's awesome. 
Subsequently, China becomes a democracy. It's merely okay. ■ 
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It seems that every "Year in 
Music" issue makes one of 
two arguments: either (a) 
"rock is dead" and things 
can't get worse or (b) "rock 
is back" and things have 
never been better. We live in 
an all-or-nothing society; 
there's no place for a cul- 
tural pragmatist. 

However, 2003 was pre- 
cisely that kind of place. 

Superficially, everything 
in the music industry is col- 
lapsing. The future is black 



as night. Nothing feels 
good. This is the end of the 
world as we know it — 
unless, of course, you sim- 
ply like music and don't 
care about all the peripheral 
nonsense that comes with 
it. In that case, you proba- 
bly feel just fine. 

Politically, things are 
amok. If you run a record 
label, you are nervous, 
because nobody seems to 
buy music anymore (except 
music by artists who have 



been shot in the face). If 
you're a person who values 
privacy, you're disquieted 
because John Ashcroft 
wants to know everything 
about you (see page 92). 

We lost a lot this year, 
and some of what we lost 
shall never return (including 
Johnny Cash, Warren 
Zevon, and Elliott Smith). 
But a few of the things that 
did return made our current 
dystopia a little less oppres- 
sive: We were granted 



albums by America's 
hippest band (the White 
Stripes) and England's 
smartest band (Radiohead). 
Two years after Is This It, 
the Strokes fell off their bar 
stools and made a record 
that (thankfully) did not suck 
at all. OutKast released the 
hip-hop equivalent of The 
White Album. Led Zeppelin 
put out a DVD that was so 
good we seriously consid- 
ered shooting ourselves in 
the head while watching it, 



Photograph by Jonathan Kantor 

because everything else in 
our lives suddenly seemed 
empty. And the boys from 
Coldplay — a rock outfit few 
took seriously just 1 8 
months ago — wore down 
their critics and proved they 
are the world's most rele- 
vant band (at least for the 
moment). 

This was not the year to 
live dangerously, even 
though some of us did. 
This was the year to live 
dangerously in love. 



TYIM 




SPIN 55 

Copyrighted material 



Coldplay headline New 
York City's Madison 
Square Garden in June 
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Martin catches waves 
in Byron Bay. Australia, 
in July 



ON A CLOUDLESS OCTOBER AFTERNOON, CHRIS MARTIN STANDS ON 

the Skydeck of Chicago's Sears Tower, the tallest building in 
North America, eyeing the 1,450-foot drop to the street. "I love 
things like this," he exclaims. Then he's off, peeling away 
from the window and pinballing across the blue-and-yellow 
observation area. Martin is often photographed looking seri- 
ous and morose, but this exuberant display is standard for the 
26-year-old Coldplay frontman. His energy, tightly packed 
into a rangy 6'1" frame, is electric. He doesn't walk— he 
bounds. In a rare moment of stillness, Martin stares out 
another window overlooking the John Hancock Tower and 
Wrigley Field and notices the Muzak-like version of "Moon 
River" wafting over the P.A. system. "This music is doing my 
head in," he moans. "I hate it when they take classic songs and 
nun them. The people who work here must go bananas." He 
laughs. "That's probably how our road crew feels." 

Today is election day in California, and Arnold 
Schwarzenegger's orange face is all over the news. But this 
being sports-crazed Chicago, reports that the Terminator 
allegedly groped 15 women are bumped off the front page in 
favor of the Cubs' unlikely playoff victory over the Atlanta 
Braves. "The mood here is great right now," Martin says. 
"Chicago is the best place in the world." He and guitarist 
Jonny Buckland, also 26, are in town for a few weeks laying 



son Square Garden in June 2003, Coldplay had transformed 
themselves from Radiohead obsessives into a critically 
respected, celebrity-props-receiving mainstream sensation. 

A Rush of Blood, which debuted on the Billboard album 
chart at No. 5, hovered in or near the top 30 for close to a year. 
Its three hit singles— the plaintive ballad "In My Place," the bit- 
tersweet breakup weepie "The Scientist," and the dreamy 
piano-driven rocker "Clocks"— have been inescapable: back- 
ground music to weekend shopping at upscale boutiques and 
Pottery Barns everywhere. "Clocks" alone has popped up on 
The Sopranos. E.R., and Third Watch. R&B singer Brandy 
even wrote a song about Coldplay for her upcoming album. 
All the exposure helped A Rush of Blood handily outsell 
albums by established superstars like Madonna and Jennifer 
Lopez. Along the way, the band picked up two Grammys and 
three MTV Video Music Awards— including Best Group 
Video for "The Scientist," which they performed live, after 
being introduced by Justin Timberlake as "the greatest band 
in the world." 

"We were shit [on the VMAs]," Martin says. "We figured, 
'This'll be easy.' Then I looked out at the crowd, and Eminem 
was looking at me, and I thought, 'God, he's going to hate this.' 
I lost all my confidence." 

Coldplay have achieved a level of fame the band mem- 




down tracks for Coldplay's third album. Though it isn't due 
until fall 2004 (fans will have to settle for a just-released live 
DVD/CD package, which includes one new song, "Moses," 
and two unreleased rarities), Martin and Buckland already 
have 54 songs (yes, 54; Martin writes every day). And, after 
spending 15 months on the road promoting their second 
album, A Rush of Blood to the Head, they're eager to record. 

Martin is quite pleased that Spin has named Coldplay 
Band of the Year. "Thanks very much," he tells me. Pause. 
"So is this going to be a story about how you've named us 
Band of the Year but take it back because we don't really 
deserve it?" 

Actually, no. Since releasing A Rush of Blood in August 
2002. the band— Martin, Buckland, drummer Will Champion, 
25, and bassist Guy Berryman, 25— have had a career-galva- 
nizing year during which nearly every goal they set was 
exceeded. The album has sold 9 million copies worldwide— 
3 million in the U.S. alone. As the lukewarm success of fellow 
Brits Blur, Travis, and Stereophonies has proved, breaking 
America can be a struggle. To ensure that they wouldn't go 
the way of their compatriots, Coldplay crisscrossed the con- 
tinent six times from May 2002 to August 2003, performing 
155 shows— in small towns like Bend, Oregon— and glad- 
handing endlessly. "We whored ourselves around," Martin 
admits. But the prostitution paid off. By the time they played 
sold-out shows at the prestigious Hollywood Bowl and Madi- 



bers only could dream of when they got together in 1996, as 
students at University College London. Martin and Buckland 
both worked as janitors in the residence halls to support 
themselves. ("I'd never experienced anything like it," says 
Buckland, "the smell of adolescence.") In 1999, they released 
their first EP, finished college, signed to Parlophone, and 
watched their debut, Parachutes, soar to the top of the U.K. 
charts in July 2000. The album, which spawned the unapolo- 
getically romantic guitar anthem "Yellow," has since sold 
more than 18 million in the U.S. 

But it wasn't until after A Rush of Blood was released and 
Martin began dating Gwyneth Paltrow (he's recording in 
Chicago because the actress is here filming the movie Proof] 
that Coldplay became a band your little sister, your mom, 
and even your grandma had heard. Suddenly, they were 
being name-checked by Timberlake, Renee Zellweger, Jake 
Gyllenhaal, even P. Diddy. In short order, the British tabloids 
staked out Martin's London flat and were writing about his 
and Paltrow's alleged engagement and impending wedding 
at Steven Spielberg's Hamptons spread. She was compared 
to Yoko Ono after (false) rumors were spread that she would 
sing on Coldplay's next album, that she doesn't let Martin 
out of the house without a homemade macrobiotic lunch, 
and that she wanted him to take a year off to start a family. 
"My favorite," says drummer Champion, "was Gwyneth ban- 
ning us from drinking and smoking on our tour bus." 
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Martin says he finds the rumors funny "as long they're 
harmless, but I really don't read this stuff, because it's irrele- 
vant, indulgent, boring, and unimportant." Then, he adds, 
"Didn't you read anything nice [about us]?" Paltrovv may be 
accustomed to magazines publishing photos of her scurry- 
ing down the street with a yoga mat, but the attention was 
new to Martin. Which explains why he exploded when a 
paparazzo snapped him surfing in Byron Bay, Australia. Mar- 
tin reportedly demanded that the photographer erase the dig- 
ital shots, then bashed his car's windshield with a rock and 
tried to let the air out of his tires. 

"If someone was following you around all day, eventually 
you'd be like, 'Please, will you fuck off and get on with your 
own life?'" Martin says. "It is great to let out aggression. Every- 
one wants to smash up a car. If I'd known how much trouble 
that tiny bit would get me in, I would've done more," he says 
grinning. (Martin paid AusS2,000 in damages, but the charge 
of "malicious damage" had not been dropped at press lime.) 

"At least no one is recognizing me up here." Martin says as 
he surveys the tourists milling around the Skydeck. As if on 
cue, a young, spiky-haired guy in an orange sweatshirt 
approaches. "Are you Coldplav?" he asks. "Oh, man, I'm a 
huge fan," he gushes. "My girlfriend and I had our first kiss 
to 'Yellow.'" 
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"Yeah? How was it?" Martin asks playfully. After he signs 
an autograph, other fans stop to say hello, shake hands, and 
snap photos. He obliges them all, but by the diird picture, he 
pulls his gray hood over his head. A middle-aged blonde 
poses by his side, turns to him, and asks, " Who are you?" Mar- 
tin stares at her: " What?" She laughs, then says, "Just kidding!" 
Martin looks relieved, but skeptical. He knows people see 
his face in magazines and recognize him "because of who my 
girlfriend is." And part of the reason the press is intrigued by 
Martin's relationship is that they think he's otherwise boring. 

The singer doesn't drink, smoke, do drugs, hurl TVs out 
windows, or dis other bands. His biggest vice seems to be 
working too hard. Some journalists have ridiculed him for 
not being enough of a rock star, hut Martin, who has said he 
was a virgin until lie was 22, shrugs it off. "Rock'n'roll is about 
freedom and being whomever you care to be," he says. "If 
someone says you're boring because you don't do loads of 
coke or shag groupies— first of all, doing loads of coke makes 
you write shit music, and having sex with groupies is proba- 
bly (a) unfulfilling, and (b) I'm not sure how cool it is." 

Martin may be a boring rock star, but he's not a boring 
person. Contrary to his mopey image, he's constantly 
cracking jokes, often at his own expense. And though he 
says he cares what people think of him. he doesn't care 
enough to behave like a member of Motley Criie. 

"I am boring." he says. "But I also wrote 'Clocks.' So I'm 



not that unhappy. I'd rather have written 'Clocks' and be 
boring than not have written 'Clocks' and be in rehab. If 
I'd have written 'Clocks' and been in rehab, everyone 
would be happy!" 

-CLOCKS' IS COLDPLAY'S 'WHERE THE STREETS HAVE NO NAME,'" SAYS 
singer/songwriter and fan John Mayer. "Coldplav make 
everyone feel as if they are the stars of their own movie. A per- 
son can pretend that for those four minutes, this is the per- 
sonal soundtrack to the triumph of their life." 

"That is very nice," Chris Martin says after I relay Mayer's 
compliment. "We need to send this guy some money. Usu- 
ally, if another musician comes up and says, 'Oh, I like your 
band.' I assume, 'No. you don't.' Because every [artist] 
believes they are a con waiting to be found out." Hang out 
with Coldplay's singer long enough and you get used to 
such comments. Although Martin is more relaxed than a 
year ago, when he obsessed over reviews and fretted about 
his hairline, he still says things like, "I'm expecting our next 
album to be unanimously slaughtered." 

Why? 

"I just am." 

That makes no sense. 
"It does," he insists. 




When I ask why he's like this, he replies, "Every frontman 
is a mixture of insecurity and confidence— of wanting to be 
private, hut also to have thousands of people clapping every 
night. I'm constantly confused by it." 

Martin's bandmates are accustomed to his self-criticism. 
"That's who he is, I'm afraid," Berryman says. "1 think it stems 
from our British build-'em-up-cut-'em-down mentality. Once 
you're established in Britain, you become kind of uncool. But 
it's not such a bad tiring to think everyone hates you. It makes 
you work harder." 

Indeed, it was the band's workaholism, fueled by Martin's 
relentless self-doubt, that enabled Coldplav to become the 
only U.K. act in recent years to make the leap from cult sta- 
tus to mainstream pop stardom in America. "Besides Radio- 
head." Martin points out. But while Radiohead's Hail to the 
Thief may have entered the charts at No. 3, it got little radio 
play and plummeted each week. Martin shakes his head. "I 
owe everything to Thorn Yorke." 

Do you know that Yorke told a reporter that Coldplay is an 
example of how popular bands become 'lifestyle music' ?" 

Martin looks pained. "What is lifestyle music?" he asks. 

It's music that loft dwellers listen to as they sip chardonnay 
and eat risotto— stuff like Norah Jones or Dido. 

"Oh, that's the worst." 

Not to bum you out— 

"No, it's fine. Everyone hates us." 
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At August's MTV Video 
Music Awards, where 
Coldplay win three 
trophies 
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In September, the band 
meet with Vicente 
Ramirez Flexes, a 
leader of a Mexican 
farmer's cooperative 
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ROCK STATUS SYMBOL 
OF THE YEAR 

The Older, Blonde Actress/Girlfriend 

And here's to you, Ms. Zellweger. Okay, 
so the age gap between Jack White and 
Renee isn't exactly Graduafe-worthy 
(unlike, say, the one between Justin and 
Cameron), but remember, she's been 
famous since 1 996 — and that can feel 
like dog years. In 2003, it seemed the 
best way for a young, male pop star to 
solidify his place in the big leagues (think 
supermarket tabloids and the cool-music 
press) was to court a svelte, blonde, older 
actress. MARC spitz 

Chris Martin, 26, and Gwyneth Paltrow, 

31 Beautiful, talented, knows her way 
around London, sure. But Gwyneth was 
never someone you would call "cool" 
(icy. maybe). Gwyneth and a Stroke? No. 
Gwyneth and a King of Leon? Probably 
not. Gwyneth and Chris? Perfect. 

Fabrizio Moretti, 23, and Drew Barry- 
more, 28 Do you think the first time they 
embraced he was wearing his vintage 
Stones T-shirt? And when they parted, he 
thought, "I'm never washing this again. 
Ever!"? Because that's what we think. 

Jack White, 28, and Renee Zellweger, 

34 His cryptic, possibly Renee-directed 
postings on his website seem more like 
liberal-arts poetry workshop than Bridget 
Jones's Diary. He may have had her at 
"hello," but he loses us at "Cannot we 
break the tradition of mind?" 

Justin Timberlake, 22, and Cameron 
Diaz, 31 Just a little creepy. If we were 
cynical, we'd say something like "Give it 
another six months." But we're not cyni- 
cal. Give it another nine months. 

Three notable exceptions to our 
previously stated thesis about older, 
svelte blondes: 

Lenny Kravitz and Nicole Kidman: After 
Tom Cruise and Q-Tip, it's crystal clear 
she has a very distinctive type, right? But 
to us, he will always be Romeo Blue on 
the arm of Denise Huxtable. 

Page Hamilton and Winona Ryder This 
will probably endure, because the last 
time he had a hit (with Helmet) was the 
last time she had a hit. 

50 Cent and Vivica A Fox: So hot. 
When they turned up together at the 
VMAs, we almost pissed our Kevlar. 



Not when you're selling nearly 60,000 records a week, they don't. "For a band 
to cross over to different audiences, there has to be something about the songs 
that connects with people," says Nic Harcourt, music director of influential 
Los Angeles radio station KCRW. "A lot of bands will come up with one record, 
be called 'the next big thing,' then not deliver on the follow-up. These guys 
have actually delivered on the second record, which makes you believe they 
have the chops to do it again." 

Coldplay also have been labeled "the next U2," because both bands not only traf- 
fic in the kind of earnest, dramatic music that's as close to soulful as pasty guys with 
accents can get, but because they're fronted by men who are passionate about 
world affairs. Bono lobbies for African debt relief while Martin publicizes the 
plight of impoverished third-world farmers, frequently being photographed with 
make trade fair written on his hand and piano. 

"Chris is part of a new generation of pop stars for whom it isn't enough to dream 
up the future," says Bono. "He wants to build it brick by brick. Coldplay have a 
prodigious talent. Great tunes, great face to sing them, great band to play them, 
and a sense that the world's hardest of hearts can be thawed by a great melody." 

"U2 have been amazing to us, and we've stolen a lot from them," says Martin. 
"But 1 don't want to be the next U2— I want to be something different. When we first 
started, we wanted to be bigger than the BeaUes. It's still our goal. My vision is like 
in BUI & Ted's Bogus Journey, where they go to the future, and everyone is listening 
to their music and there is world peace. That's what we're aiming for." He smiles. 
"That's only half a joke." 

IT'S MIDNIGHT, AND JONNY BUCKLAND IS KNOCKING BACK JAMESON'S AND GINGER ALE 
with his guitar tech, Matt McGinn, at Chicago indie-rock club the Empty Bottle. Fif- 
teen white-robed members of the Polyphonic Spree have just snaked through the 
crowd, hooting, smoking, and throwing peace signs on their way to the stage. 
After 20 minutes, McGinn remarks that every song "is beginning to sound like the 
outro to 'Hey )ude,"' so we retire to an empty Polish bar down the street. 

Buckland, a shaggy-haired, soft-spoken Welshman, prefers to let Martin take 
the spotlight, while he "mopes around in back in the dark" supplying Cold- 
play's signature chiming melodies. But after seven or eight whiskeys and too 
many Marlboro Lights, Buckland's shyness begins to evaporate. I tell him about 
John Mayer's theory that Coldplay have succeeded where other U.K. bands 
haven't because Coldplay don't tout their Britishness. ("They've found a way, 
identity-vvisn, to be from nowhere," Mayer says, "whereas most bands come to 
America with 'British' written all over them.") 

Buckland is astonished: "You don't think we sound British?" 

At 2 a.m., the elderly woman behind the bar shoos us out the door. The guitarist 
would happily go for another drink, but McGinn has had it. "Jonathan Buckland, 
you are a naughty boy," he says. "You will thank me tomorrow." 

The next day at the studio, Buckland admits that he did persuade his friend 
to have one more cocktail, and after drunkenly stumbling around trying to 
find their hotel, they ended up taking a taxi just two blocks to get there. He 
doesn't appear to be hungover as he kicks back on the couch listening to Mar- 
tin record some vocals. During a break, Martin sits in the reception area 
watching CNN. A beaming, victorious Schwarzenegger clutches his wife and 
shakes his fist in the air. 

"God, that is unbelievable," Martin says. The talk turns to news reports of Amies 
roaming hands. "It's smear tactics. Obviously, you can't go around raping people, 
but someone's personal life is private." He sighs. "I've talked a lot of nonsense in this 
interview— like about paparazzi or fame. It's not important." 

Do you think Coldplay's tabloid profile has helped or hurt the band? 

"When it first started happening, I was worried that everyone would turn on us," 
Martin says, "because it is cheesy to be in a relationship that people know about. 
But it didn't ruin A Bush of Blood to the Head. At the end of the day, you don't buy 
a record because the person who made it goes out with Jack Nicholson." 

No, you buy an album because it has great songs. And Martin is keeping that in 
mind as he aspires to make Coldplay the biggest band in the world. "It's very sel- 
dom now that I want to write a tiny, little song," he says. "I want it to have loudness 
and lots of melody and be a big sing-along. My dream is to write an album of sing- 
alongs. I want some 50-year-old guy in his Audi to be singing on his way to work, 
looking like a total nerd but feeling really happy." ■ 



"Busting genres with a furious blend of driving, 
fighting and gunplay. True Crime is the game 
we've been waiting for all year." 

— FHM 

"True Crime ups the ante, accurately delivering the 
seediness of Los Angeles, kung-fu capabilities, 
burn-rubber driving, over-the-top firepower and a killer 
soundtrack featuring original West Coast Hip Hop beats." 

— Hustler 

"Best Xbox Game" 

— Games Convention 2003 




■ 



STREETS OF LA 




2 

ecrimela.c 



MATURE 17* 



Blood and Gore 
Mature Sexual Themes | 
Strong Language 
Violence 









m-.i 


najliiiiKiaji] iii 





TYIM 




60 SPIN 



Cop 



Though he 
chooses to 
cover it up, 
his body 
is qurte a 
wonderland 



"Jewel's 
'Intuition' 
is the 
song 
you least 
wanna 
hear 
when 
you have 
a high 
fever 
and are 
on the 
verge of 
throwing 
up. It 
really is 
the 
sound of 
being 
sick." 





IN TIMES OF CHAOS, OMNIPRESENT POP TUNES. LIKE MASHED 

potatoes, provide us with great comfort. And in a year 
marked by bloodshed in Iraq, SARS in Hong Kong and 
Canada, the worst blackout in U.S. history, and marauding 
tigers in Vegas, it seems almost churlish to turn a critical eye 
on 2003's inescapable hits. But we're going to do it anyway. 
Because this is America, and we still can. Joining us in 
asserting our right to free and frequently bitchy speech are 
singer/songwriter John Mayer (whose sophomore major- 
label disc, Heavier Things, debuted at No. 1 in September) 
and comedian/indie-rock aficionado David Cross (who 
toured the States throughout 2003 in support of his Sub Pop 
comedy album, Shut Up You Fucking Baby!]. 

i 

SEAN PAUL, "GET BUSY" 

(Inescapable dancehall smash: in other words, this year's 
"Informer." "Here Comes the Hotstepper." or'It Wasn't Me") 
DAVID CROSS: This song has tormented me! It's not that 
good, and yel it was everywhere! I feel like I was 11 or 12 
when I first heard this— that's how many times I've heard it. 
But it does make me think of big, sweaty asses jiggling in my 
head. Rapidly. There's nothing wrong with that, per se. 
JOHN MAYER: When do you actually hear Sean Paul unless 
you listen to the one radio station in every major city that 
plays Sean Paul? But once you turn the radio off, there's no 
Sean Paul. He doesn't exist in actual culture. Usually, by the 
time an artist gets to a couple-times platinum, you have 
some kind of cultural stamp. You're embedded. I remem- 
ber hearing this and thinking, "This Sean Paul guy's just as 
famous as can be." But he's actually not. And that's the trick. 
JEWEL, "INTUITION" 

( Folkic poetess' bid for club hit. huge gay following) 
CROSS: First of all, it's a bad song. Second of all, it's such a 
blatant attempt to redefine herself. It's so obvious. 
MAYER: The beat is lumbering and plodding, and it's got the 
most unsingable chorus of the year. It almost has a "Puttin' 
on the Ritz" [Taco's 1982 hit] quality. It's the song you least 



wanna hear when you have a high fever and are on the 

verge of throwing up. Because it's got that carnival-like, 

spinning-room vibe. It really is the sound of being sick. 

JUNIOR SENIOR, "MOVE YOUR FEET" 

( Dance-floor alterna-pop from Denmark) 

CROSS: They're Danish? Well, I'm all for free trade and open 

markets. This seems pretty disposable. I like it. It's fun 

summer music, but I won't be looking for it in a year, going, 

"Oh, shit, where's that Junior Senior tape?" 

MAYER: This may be the future of music. 

SPIN: How so? 

MAYER: It's a song that you can learn before it's over. It's part 
of the continual blurbing of American culture— this skip- 
forward generation. "I don't wanna learn lyrics. Don't give 
me a verse; just give me a chorus. And just chant some shit 
over the verse." But nobody's left out. The person who's 
heard this song 20 times is no closer to understanding it 
than the person who listens to it for the first time. 
LIAM LYNCH, "UNITED STATES OF WHATEVER" 
(Weird Al on a skateboard) 

CROSS: [Hits stop button six seconds in] Yeah, I get it. 
THE BLACK EYED PEAS, "WHERE IS THE LOVE?" 

(Protest-rap pop breakthrough) 

MAYER: Now, this song I really like, but when I hear it, I hear 
"No Woman No Cry" in the key of R I understand why it's a 
hit, and it's great for them. Unfortunately, to get on the radio 
they have to slide that medicine in the dog food of pop 
music, which is a shame. Black Eyed Peas have been around 
for six years— they've put out three records. This is some- 
thing you do when you decide that it's not working, that 
you're not hitting as many people as you wish you could. 
THE DONNAS, "TAKE IT OFF' 

(Bubblegum garage-metal hit, not unlike their previous 
bubblegum garage-metal non-hits) 

MAYER: It's like the Saved by the Bell theme. [Sings] "When 

I wake up in the morning / And the clock lets out a warning / 

It's all right, 'cause I'm saved by the bell." 

CROSS: Out of all the stuff so far, this is way up my alley. 

I don't know if you've seen my alley: It's up around Tenth, 

between Second and Third. 

CHRISTINA AGUILERA, "BEAUTIFUL" 

( Critic-silencing, Beatles-go-piano-bar ballad) 

MAYER: This is a killer fucking song. I can't tell you the last 

time I watched a video on MTV and got choked up. And this 

song gave me the cry lump a lot. 

SPIN: Please define "the cry lump." 

MAYER: Like, the cry trigger. Your esophagus or something 
swells up. The first time I heard that "We are beautiful" line 
I was just floored. It becomes everyone's song. One of the 
best songs of the year— absolutely. 

CROSS: Oh, I like this song. There's nothing wrong with pop 
when it's done right. If it's a well-crafted simple song, you 
can forgive a lot of other elements. But my girlfriend actually 
pointed out a contradiction in the lyrics: "Words can't bring 
me down / So don't you bring me down today." But 
Christina, you just said words can't bring you down. And yet 
you're still afraid that I'm going to bring you down? But 
words can't bring you down! So what am I gonna do, slip you 
these drugs and beat you in the head with a baseball bat? 
THE ATARIS, "THE BOYS OF SUMMER" 
(Cover of Don Henley's elegiac 1984 boomcr-noir chestnut) 
CROSS: I congratulate them on being officially the one- 
millionth kitschy, we-cover-this-old-'80s-song-in-a-pop- 
punk-style band. And they don't do much with it except 
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speed it up. Also, the idea behind the original song is com- 
pletely gone. I loathe Don Henley, but I get the sentiment. 
The words might as well be Greek to these guys. 
CHINGY, "RIGHT THURR" 
(The latest Southern hip-hop slang primer) 
MAYER: It's vocab rock. It provides new words and phrases 
for the language. Like "bootylicious," "gettin' jiggy wit it," 
"back that azz up," "hot in herre." You can keep going. 
SPIN: Snoop talk. 

MAYER: Yeah. Every three or four years, hip-hop unknow- 
ingly gives white America 12 more references to use in 
movies about white people from Beverly Hills trying to act 
black. 

10 MADONNA, "HOLLYWOOD" 

(Antimaterialist electro sermon becomes a Gap jingle.) 
CROSS: [Sings] "I lost my memory in Hollywood." I don't 
think that's all she's lost. Virginity, dignity.... 
MAYER: You mean to tell me that one of the most successful, 
cutting-edge, avant-garde icons has gone far into her artistic 
cache and come up with a song about how Hollywood is 
weird. Oh, my God! Now we are cutting through to the truth 
with laser-light precision. 

11 UNKIN PARK, "SOMEWHERE I BELONG" 
(Rap-metalists prove that teen angst still pays off.) 
MAYER: More anxiety rock. It's stuff you write when you're 
having a panic attack. But I believe it. What it comes down 
to with these bands is "Do you believe them?" Because any- 
body can write: "I just wanna tear my skin off / And show it 
to you / And say, 'Here's who I am' / And bleed all over your 
hands." The integrity of this band is really, really cool. 
CROSS: Whine, whine, whine, whine, whine, whine, whine, 
whine, whine. "I'm a ten-year-old white suburban girl— this 
is what 1 think." I swear, are these guys hanging outside 
junior-high girls' gym lockers and writing down what they 
overhear and then turning it into music? Are they J 6? 

a BLUR, "CRAZY BEAT" 
(Punky post-Britpop with Fatboy Slim-assisted chorus 
seemingly sung by a mallard in a Regent's Park pond) 
CROSS: I'm psyched that they were able to get Rick Dees to 
do the "Disco Duck" thing to celebrate that song's 25th 
anniversary. 

MAYER: When I hear this first part, I hear Princess Leia sav- 
ing Han Solo from carbonite at the beginning of Return of 
the Jedi, when she says, "Your eyesight will return in time." 
He says, "Who are you?" She says, "Someone who loves you." 
13 THE ALL-AMERICAN REJECTS, "SWING, SWING" 
(Five or six Weezer-lite hooks + nasal rock-boy vocals = prom- 
night forever) 

CROSS: [Sings] "Emotions, they stir / Emotions, they stir." 
I like it so far. Yeah! "Need a hit" written all over it! [Sings] 
"On the phewne!" Phewne? Where's he from? New Zealand? 
It's phone 1 . Fuck you guys! You had me, you had me.... 
METALLICA, "ST. ANGER" 
(Jackhammering return to former hardness) 
MAYER: First of all, it doesn't sound very good. [Drums kick 
in] Woooo! That is trashy-sounding! I remember reading 
that [producer] Bob Rock said he just wanted to make a 
trashy-sounding record, which I believe. [Verse begins] 
Ooh! This is terrible— I can't listen to it anymore. This is the 
Metallica tribute band, 
is TA.T.U., "NOT GONNA GET US" 

( Ultraproduced, Russian lesbian teen-pop anthem) 
MAYER: What are they, German? 

CROSS: I don't know anything about this group, but they 
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sound kind of dykey. Perhaps I'd like it better if they made 
out. What does T.A.T.U. stand for: "Tongue and Tits United"? 
LIMP BIZKIT, "EAT YOU ALIVE" 

(Stalker anthem a la Stone Temple Pilots' "Sex Type 
Thing." apparently without the irony) 
MAYER: It's Skid Row's "Monkey Business." I can't tell you 
why, but it just feels like "Monkey Business." And the video's 
kind of like "Monkey Business." If you think of it chronolog- 
ically, on a career track, it also might be "Monkey Business." 
SPIN: What do you mean? 

MAYER: Well, what happened to Skid Row after "Monkey 
Business"? 

SPIN: They sort of disappeared. 
MAYER: [Nods head] 
CROSS: ]Holds Limp Bizkit CD] Hrrun. 
SP«V: Track 2. 

CROSS: [Places CD on floor, smashes it with bare foot, picks 
up broken disc, tries to load it into player[ I'm sorry. I'm 
trying to play it. I think this CD you gave me is fucked up. 
The machine, it's not taking it.... 
JUSTIN TIMBERLAKE, "ROCK YOUR BODY" 
(Neptunes-produced , Jacko-inspired, couples-only jam) 
MAYER: Justin's attention to what sounds good is all that 
guides him, and that's why he will always and forever write 
hits. He knows what sounds good, not what's right or wrong 
musically. Same thing with Pharrell [Williams, who pro- 
duced], [S/'ngs] "Got time, but I don't mind." That's the best 
melody of the year right there. It's just acrobatic. 
CROSS: I can't stand this fraudulent piece of shit. He's not 
a real person. Everything is affected— "What's up. dawg?" 
It's completely dishonest. Every vestige of him, every fiber 
of this fuckin' Mickey Mouse Club thing— it's just crap. 
The music is completely unoriginal. It's not even an hom- 
age to Michael Jackson. He should be ashamed of himself. 
[Picks up ringing telephone] Hello? Oh, my God, hang on 
asecond. [ToSpin] It's Justin Timberlake. Yes! [To phone] 
Justin, I'm sorry. What's happenin', dawg? ■ 
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The Future of Entertainment 

"iRiver's iHP-1 20 is the first true 
iPod killer..." CNET Editors' 
Choice Award, October 2003. 

The iHP-1 20 features over 600 hours of 
music capacity, an FM tuner, a rechargeable 
battery that lasts up to 1 6 hours and ultra- 
fast USB 2.0 file transfers. 

To see more award-winning products visit: 
www.iriveramerica.com 



Sample This 

Now in it's 1 5th year, CollegeFest 

2003 did not disappoint. Boston's 
Hynes Convention Center was 
packed with college students on 
September 27-28 to sample goods 
from hundreds of vendors. 

Spin's booth continued to be a crowd pleaser with 
free samples provided by our sponsors Altoids, 
Astralwerks, Coast, Lifestyles and Studio by L'Oreal. 
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Rock'n'roll 
machines: 
the Donnas 
live 



New York 
doll: Karen 0 
of the Yeah 
Yeah Yeahs 



"I SHOULD BANG HER AND PUT HER OUT OF HER MISERY." 

You could say it was just another morning on Howard Stern's radio 
show. The host was petulantly aroused, and the object of his disaffection 
was, ahem, a woman. In this case, Amy Lee, lead singer of Evanescence, 
the most successful new rock act of 2003 and the year's only female-led 
rock band to have an album go platinum, or even gold (Fallen has sold 
almost three million copies). 

Stern had just seen Lee perform on the Teen Choice Awards broad- 
cast and was disappointed— but not by her singing. He railed that she 
didn't look anything like her photos or as she did in the band's video for 
their goth-rap-metal hit, "Bring Me to Life." During the TV show, she'd 
worn layers of dark clothes, and Stern was appalled. How dare she 
hide her body? The band's music must be angry, he surmised, because 
she's too ugly to get a man! 

What's worse, Lee had accused the shock jock of sexism in an inter- 
view. "I think his show is shit," she said. "It's all about objectifying 
women and just treating them like crap. I'm pissed off at the girls that 
go on the show, too. That's the horrible part of our society, that women 
think that's how we're supposed to be." So Stern defended his honor, 
and, by extension, that of all the guys who felt betrayed by Lee's sub- 
terfuge. After mentioning that Lee could stand to lose 50 pounds, Stern 
put it plainly: "I should bang her and put her out of her misery." 

Even in an era when women are said to have achieved unprece- 
dented opportunities and feminism is viewed by many as passe dogma, 
a female-led rock band is still powerfully, strangely threatening. It's hard 
to imagine Korn's Jonathan Davis or Staind's Aaron Lewis— rock singers 
with less-than-fetchingmugs— subjected to the physical critique endured 
by Lee. They're not expected to be "attractive" before their music is given 
serious attention. Davis can, literally, wear a gorilla suit and still appear 
on the cover of a national magazine (see Spin, November 1998). 

During the past five years or so, as rap metal roared and nil metal 
howled, female musicians became an afterthought. Perhaps it was the 
hostile work environment— a lingering backlash against the unprece- 
dented surge of women in alternative rock through the early to mid- 
'90s (PJ Harvey, Bjork, Hole, the Breeders, Alanis Morissette, Liz Phair, 
Bikini Kill, Tori Amos, luliana Hatfield, L7, Babes in Toyland, Veruca 
Salt, et al.). "It's shocking how few leading ladies there have been out 
there," says Karen O, 25, of the Yeah Yeah Yeahs, who released their 
major-label debut this year. "The ratio of male to female is just totally off." 



But this year, there was a shift. Angry-dude titans Linkin Park and 
Limp Bizkit were less dominant, and rock's definition of masculinity 
had more to do with introspective emotions (Radiohead, Dashboard 
Confessional, AFI, Thursday) and scruffy, self-aware cool (the Strokes, 
the White Stripes). Lollapalooza featured two female-led, main-stage 
rock bands, the Distillers and the Donnas. The Yeah Yeah Yeahs' Fever to 
Tell was one of the year's most critically adored records. There were 
striking albums from Chan Marshall's Cat Power and Pretty Girls Make 
Graves (with singer Andrea Zollo). 

"It's a cycle," says the Distillers' Brody Dalle, 24. "Look at the late '80s 
with hair metal, then Nirvana coming around, and after that, it was 
really booming for women. Then, it went back to a version of hair metal, 
just without the hair. [Laughs] Now, it's coming around again." 

Dalle had a gratifying 2003: Coral Fang, her band's third album (their 
first on a major label), was well received, and a late 2002 tour during 
which the Distillers opened for No Doubt and Garbage led to a friend- 
ship with veteran female rocker Shirley Manson. 

But talk to Dalle for even 15 minutes and it's clear that she embodies 
the conflicted nature of women in rock. She's resentful about having to 
defend her divorce from Tim Armstrong of Rancid (after she'd had an 
affair with Queens of the Stone Age's Josh Homme). She still has to with- 
stand accusations that her early music was ghostwritten by Armstrong. 
She's on edge about charges that she exploited and abandoned the Bay 
Area and L.A. punk scenes to set herself up for a major-label deal. And 
she feels patronized by discussions of women in rock. "(The subject] is 
moribund, dude," she says derisively. "I think focusing on that alone is 
what killed women playing music in the '90s." 

Dalle was raised in Melbourne, Australia, and her mother held "strong 
political feminist views. She didn't even genderize colors— she neverput 
me in pink. I was a tomboy. I'm still a tomboy— I just wear heels." Dalle 
also attended Rock'n'Roll High School (formed in 1990 by Stephanie 
Bourke of alt-rock group Litany), where girls took music lessons, prac- 
ticed, formed bands, planned gigs, and recorded. Dalle's first group, 
Sourpuss, flourished there, and she met Armstrong when Rancid 
stopped by the inner-city Melbourne school. But Dalle has few fond 
memories, referring to the administrators as "psychotic feminists." 

"It's a great idea in theory," says Dalle. "But women have to take the 
fucking reins themselves. That way it's not some novelty or something 
you've had handed to you because of your lack of an appendage." When 
asked if it's hard for young girls to imagine being in a rock band if they 
haven't seen women doing it. Dalle responds: "My influences were guys, 
so that's no excuse." Of course, Dalle has said that she learned to play 
Hole's "Teenage Whore" on guitar at age 13, and she covered Patti 
Smith's "Ask the Angels" on the Distillers' 2000 debut album. 

Most of us rebel against our childhoods in some way, so it's not sur- 
prising that Dalle is ambivalent about her progressive upbringing. But 
it's sad that after benefiting from so many strong women, she feels the 
need to denigrate their influence in order to get her own talent recog- 
nized; still, it's precisely the lack of opportunity and support for women 
in rock that forces female artists to scramble for cnimbs. Despite Dalle's 
worries, it's rare that women in rock bands are handed anything. 

If you picked a random week out of the year and checked for women 
rockers on the BillboardTop 200 albums, Hot 100 singles, and Modern 
Rock top 20 albums charts, you would've found Amy Lee, Meg White (of 
the White Stripes), and Liz Phair. After Evanescence, the top-selling 
album by a female-led band was the Donnas' Spend the Night, at 
363,000 copies. Despite her sexed-up pop makeover, Phair has sold just 
197,000 copies of her latest; the Yeah Yeah Yeahs, only 88,000. The last 
albums by Bjork and P) Harvey didn't come close to going gold. 

"When I was younger, I didn't have that many chances to experience 
women playing rock music," says Karen O. "Most of the women I've 
admired had to reinvent the genre for themselves." Or as Dalle puts it, 
"I play music, that's all that fucking matters. I'm still trying to figure all 
this shit out on my own." ■ 
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When it comes to singing, you may already be a winner. Find out with the 
first karaoke video game that actually judges your vocal talents. Karaoke 
Revolution turns you into a star and your PlayStation 2 into an interactive 
karaoke machine, complete with scoring, training and a built-in audience. 

Sing along with 35 hit songs, including chart-toppers popularized by 
Michelle Branch, R.E.M., Avril Lavigne, Nickelback, Barenaked Ladies 

and more. It's the ultimate party game with multiplayer for up to 8 of your 
friends, so step up to the mic and discover how well you carry a tune. 
And just how much fun agony can be. 
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From Alkaline Trio to Zwan; an A-Z of the best music out there. Visit spin.com for online exclusives. 
features, and chats with your favorite stars: listen to music you read about in the magazine; enter sweepstakes 
for tickets to your favorite shows; visit our online photo gallery: chat with other fans about your favorite music: 
learn about the Spin staff's innermost secrets on the brand-new Spin weblog. Why go anywhere else? 
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ELECTRIC SIX 

Fire 

(XUBeggars Group) 



Led by a Kelsey 
Grammer look- 
alike who calls 
himself Dick Valen- 
tine, these Detroit 
scuzzballs update 
the Tubes' PVC- 
clad disco metal 
for our sleazy cen- 
tury with a timely, 
ferocious concept 
album about 
nuclear war, fire, 
and — what else? — 
dancing. Boasting 
about having 
naked pictures of 
your mother, para- 
phrasing Romeo 
Void, and enlisting 
the yelp of a pseu- 
donymous Jack 
White will take a 
novelty act only so 
far. But this album 
still rocks harder 
than Rain Man on 
a hobby horse. 
DOUG BROD 



THE JEALOUS 
SOUND 

Kill Them With 
Kindness 
(Better Looking) 

Los Angeles indie 
vets, late of Knap- 
sack and Shudder 
to Think, plow 
through the emo 
encyclopedia 
(deception, sleep- 
less nights, lost 
hope), funneling 
disappointments 
and anxieties into 
a 12 -song pro- 
gram that'll beat 
the tears out of 
you like a fistful of 
Zoloft. Constantly 
churning toward 
what sounds like 
unattainable reso- 
lution, they seldom 
whine and never 
hit a soaring cho- 
rus that doesn't 
sound like they've 
paid for it in blood. 
CARYN GANZ 



BASEMENT JAXX 

Kish Kash 

(Astralwerks) 



Pretending it's all 
about songs got 
their electronica- 
crossover peers 
only so far, so on 
the duo's third 
album, Basement 
Jaxx foreground 
their groove wiz- 
ardry and pile on 
the sound effects. 
But for a record so 
riddim-driven, Kish 
Kash builds its 
trickiest tracks 
around human 
guest voices — 
whooping Middle 
Eastern synths for 
Dizzee Rascal's 
liquid snap, 
cranked-up disco 
bombast for punk- 
soul shouter Lisa 
Kekaula. Even 
'N Sync's JC 
Chasez turns up, 
lending his dis- 
posable dirty-pop 
gusto to "Plug It 
In." DOUGLAS 
WOLK 



THE 

RAVEONETTES 

Chain Gang of 
Love 

(Columbia) 

In an era when 
"garage rock- 
almost always 
means mannish 
boys in Iggy 
leather trying to 
fake it real, these 
Danish sophisti- 
cates have the 
guts to hit the 
prom in red chif- 
fon. Their debut 
revisits the Jesus 
and Mary Chain's 
Psychocandy by 
way of the 
Shangri-Las' "Give 
Him a Great Big 
Kiss" by way of 
Kierkegaard's Fear 
and Trembling, on 
the way to the tin- 
seled gates of 
noise-pop heaven. 
Only a country 
with a 100 percent 
literacy rate could 
produce such the- 
oretical brilliance. 
JON DOLAN 



THE THRILLS 

So Much for 
the City 

(Virgin) 



Out-of-towners 
make the best 
New Yorkers; this 
debut proves that 
they often make 
the best Californi- 
ans, too. After get- 
ting an early leg up 
from a fellow out- 
sider (Morrissey, 
who invited the 
band to open a 
show at London's 
Royal Albert Hall), 
these Dubliners 
made a sun- 
dappled pop 
record with songs 
called "Big Sur" 

and "Santa Cruz 

(You're Not That 
Far)," flush with 
sugary Beach 
Boys harmonies 
that make you 
want to skinny-dip 
in your neighbor's 
pool at midnight. 
WILL HERMES 



BRAND NEW 

Deja Entendu 

(Triple Crown/ 
Razor & Tie) 



Brand New front- 
man Jesse Lacey 
may have the 
most anxious 
voice in emo-land, 
and his crew's 
second album 
matches his 
squawk with 
jaggedly incisive 
grooves ("Sic 
Transit Gloria ... 
Glory Fades") and 
quiet melancholy 
("The Boy Who 
Blocked His Own 
Shot"). These are 
vicious, refresh- 
ingly naked 

songs, swirling 

with doubt and 
resentment. "Ask 
me what it's like to 
have myself so 
figured out," 
Lacey sings, and 
then jabs: "Wish 
I knew." JON 
CARAMANICA 
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MY MORNING 
JACKET 

ft Still Moves 

(ATOTRCA) 



Even on these 
Kentucky boys' 
hushed indie 
records, you could 
sense the redneck 
rockers lurking 
within; here, they 
unite their Neil 
Young and Lynyrd 
Skynyrd sides for 
a conciliatory 
round of beer 
bongs. Leader Jim 
James is a guitar 
hero who hangs 
out in grain silos 
and sings prettily 
about wine, high- 
ways, hot skin, 

and why his mom 

is like a motorcy- 
cle. He keeps the 
reverb cranked up 
to ten but always 
knows precisely 
when to stop 
spacing out and 
kick them jams. 
W.H. 
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LUCINDA 
WILLIAMS 

World Without 
Tears 

(Lost Highway) 
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KINGS OF LEON 

yourf? £ Young 
Manhood 

(RCA) 
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SPIRITUALIZED 

Amazing Grace 
(Sanctuary) 




CAT POWER 

You Are Free 
(Matador) 



JOE BUDDEN 

Joe Budden 

(Def Jam) 



DRIVE-BY 
TRUCKERS 

Decoration Day 
(New West) 



BUBBA SPARXXX 

Deliverance 
(Beat-Club) 



The theme is right 
there, in the title of 
the best Paul 
Westerberg song 
Westerberg never 
wrote: "Real Live 
Bleeding Fingers 
and Broken Guitar 
Strings." Just two 
years after her last 
album (that's 
about six months 
in non-Lucinda 
time), Williams 
returned with her 
rawest batch of 
songs, which are 
played with a 
looseness that 
perfectly comple- 
ments their depic- 
tion of a woman 
on the verge — of 
happiness, heart- 
break, or some 
combination of the 

two. GREG MILNER 



There's Southern 
like Flannery 
O'Connor, then 
there's Southern 
like the sheriff in 
Walking Tall. The 
former knows life 
isn't necessarily 
pronounced 
"laugh," and the 
latter struts around 
in tight pants suck- 
ing down dough- 
nuts for the cam- 
era. Kings of Leon 
are a little bit of 
both — four Pente- 
costal kids named 
Followill who seem 
to have borrowed 
both leans and 
genes from the 
Allman clan and 
are fronted by a 
guy who sings like 
a Stroke with a 
mouthful of hash 
cookies. ANDREW 
BEAUJON 




After drifting 
between galaxies 
for a few years. 
Jason Pierce falls 
to Earth, lands on 
his Telecaster, 
dials up some 
blues and gospel 
on the ol' iPod, 
and remembers 
that brevity is the 
soul of rock. Cast- 
ing off the elabo- 
rate orchestral 
arrangements of 
Spiritualized's last 
few records — 
without dropping 
an ounce of bom- 
bast — Pierce 
spikes his narcotic 
nod with snarling 
piano boogie and 
fuzzy garage grit. 
JOE GROSS 



Dr. Phil would be 
proud. Lithium- 
rock hipster pinup 
Chan Marshall fol- 
lows the beautiful 
wreck that was 
2000 s The Covers 
Record with this 
rivetingly spooky 
declaration of self- 
acceptance. After 
defiantly imagining 
small-scale libera- 
tion on the bony 
butt shaker "Free" 
and leveling 
bouncy accusa- 
tions on "He War," 
she signs off with 
the mumbled 
Eddie Vedder duet 
"Evolution." which 
dares her indie- 
rock constituency 
to consider the 
idea that growing 
up is cool. LAURA 
SINAGRA 



A Def Jam rapper 
with a Def Jux 
soul, Joe Budden 
is wise beyond his 
throwback. And 
like all good recov- 
ering addicts, he 
makes methadone 
music: dense, 
demanding, and 
charged with the 
familiar rush of a 
good hit. Through 
it all, there's pain — 
youth gone wild on 
"Calm Down," 
women of traitor- 
ous repute on 
"Walk With Me"— 
and hot detail, like 
when he remi- 
nisces about the 
days when "white 
kids got high off of 
Magic Markers." 
J.C. 



On 2001 's South- 
em Rock Opera, 
these Alabama ass 
whuppers made 
fiery peace with lin- 
gering rebel ghosts. 
Now, storyteller/ 
poet Patterson 
Hood, roadhouse 
rocker Mike Cooley, 
and new Southern - 
gothic balladeer 
Jason Isbell take 
on more personal 
demons. From the 
false bravado of 
Hood's "Heathens" 
to the bittersweet 
father's lament in 
Isbell's "Outfit," 
the three guitarist/ 
songwriters deliver 
blistering tales 
of child abuse, 
tour-strained 
relationships, farm 
foreclosure, and 
the elusiveness 
of "home." L.S. 



Maybe it's just the 
sound of copro- 
ducer Timbaland 
out-Timbalanding 
himself again. But 
Georgia tight 
end-turned-rapper 
Warren Mathis 
calls it "hick- 
hop" — front-porch 
knee-slappin' as 
drum'n'bass, with 
fiddles poised 
midway between 
Appalachia and 
Shaolin. Bubba 
loves him some 
Jimmy Carter and 
Eminem, though 
his drawled flow — 
wry, mournful, a bit 
humble even — 
owes more to the 
former. He's 
nobody's redneck 
cartoon — except 
his own. KEITH 
HARRIS 



THE POSTAL SERVICE Give Up (Sub Pop) 

Intelligent Dance Music (or IDM) is, more often than not, a European term for "boring." But on their debut 
collaboration, Death Cab for Cutie frontguy Ben Gibbard and laptop noodler Jimmy Tamborello (a.k.a. Dntel) 
craft crystalline tunes that live up to both halves of the name. Over rhythmic whirs and clicks, Gibbard nar- 
rates tales of high hopes, old romances, and better tomorrows. With a computer brain and a human heart, 
Give Up is essentially Girlfriendster.com — sign up, sigh along. ANDY GREENWALD 
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THE DARKNESS 

Permission to Land 
(Atlantic) 




THE RAPTURE 

Echoes 

(DFA/Strummer/ 
Universal) 




23 



MS. DYNAMITE 

A Little Deeper 
(Interscope) 




PRETTY GIRLS 
MAKE GRAVES 

The New Romance 

(Matador) 




21 



THE MARS 
VOLTA 

De-Loused in the 
Comatorium 

(GSLAIniversal) 




THE LIBERTINES 

Up the Bracket 
(Rough Trade) 



-I 
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ATMOSPHERE 

Seven's Travels 
(Epitaph/Rhymesayers) 



With the possible 
exception of Devo, 
no band has ever 
walked the line 
between absolute 
brilliance and 
absolute jokedom 
as skillfully as the 
Darkness. Contrary 
to popular belief. 
Permission to Land 
isn't a throwback 
to late-'80s hair 
metal; it's more like 
a hydroelectric 
fusion of Queen. 
Sweet, and the 
first two AC/DC 
albums. So does 
that make it ndicu- 
lous? Well, proba- 
bly. But if the Dark- 
ness are so damn 
ridiculous, why do 
all these songs 
sound better than 
everything else on 
the radio? CHUCK 
KLOSTERMAN 



18 



New York disco 
punks rip through 
the open bar at 
rock history's 
after-party — Public 
Image Ltd., Gang 
of Four, Bowie, 
beat-box rockers, 
and synth-blues 
lullabies — and it all 
goes down like 
high-grade bad 
medicine. At 
times, their 
"House of Jealous 
Lovers" resembles 
a hipster House of 
Blues, but with 
DFA producer/ 
scenester James 
Murphy manning 
the guest list and 
dropping drink 
tickets like fin de 
siecle confetti, this 
ridiculously antici- 
pated debut is a 
meta-jam worth 
waiting for. J.D. 



5 




With Lauryn Hill 
missing in action 
and Mary J. avoid- 
ing drama like 
monkey pox, 
there's room for 
this classy yet 
brassy British soul 
slinger to make 
her mark. Deeper 
generated few rip- 
ples commercially, 
but Dynamite 
deserved Oprah 
props for straight- 
up anthems like 
"Put Him Out": 
She takes aim at 
materialism, no- 
account men, and 
ghetto hardship, 
all with a subtle 
confessionalism 
that wouldn't look 
too shabby on 
your Hummer s 
dashboard. C.G. 



On their incredibly 
assured second 
album, the Seattle 
quintet mate the 
Who's bighearted 
anthems with 
Fugazi's choppy 
aggression. Singer 
Andrea Zollo is up- 
front about being a 
mess ("Hello, I'm 
neurotic'!, but her 
empathy and punk 
Pat Benatar pipes 
drive the band. 
Songs like the 
stomping "The 
Grandmother 
Wolf play as if 
they were letters to 
a young anarcho 
activist, extolling 
the virtues of DIY 
creativity and 
burning your youth 
for fuel, chris 
RYAN 



Volta principals 
Cedric Bixler 
Zavala and Omar 
Rodriguez-Lopez 
have the melodic 
chops to blow 
holes in commer- 
cial radio's firewall. 
Instead, they made 
a knotty concept 
album that shifts 
gears like a 
tweaker learning to 
drive standard. It 
jump-cuts 
between emo 
howls, prog-metal 
herky jerk, dub 
space-outs, gnarly 
Santana jams, and 
tender balladry in 
extended "songs" 
whose beginnings 
and endings can 
be determined only 
by watching your 
CD player readout. 
W.H. 



Shaggy-haired and 
shagable. the Lib- 
ertines demon- 
strate that mess is 
more. On their 
debut album, they 
trip, stumble, rock, 
and skiffle their 
way through 1 3 
beautiful disas- 
ters moonlighting 
as songs. While 
often compared to 
cross-the-pond 
doppelgangers the 
Strokes, the Lib- 
ertines remain 
defiantly British, 
channeling the 
charm of the 
Faces and the bite 
of the Jam into 
music that cele- 
brates a life lived 
fast, cheap, and 
out of control. C.R. 



Last year, Min- 
neapolis MC 
Slug's group 
Atmosphere hit 
the road harder 
than a Phish-head 
armed with Mom's 
Exxon card, then 
kicked it tour-diary 
style over some 
increasingly shiny 
beats by producer 
Ant. Slug's acer- 
bic meditations on 
our fast-food 
nation bespeak 
real growth, but 
he's still "got a 
thing for women 
who don't love 
themselves," and 
his bluntly honest 
songs about said 
ladies — and why 
he keeps falling 
for them — reveal 
the soft heart 
inside the album's 
hard core. C.R. 



RYAN ADAMS WoR V\ Aoofl (Lost Highway) 

He was drunk — I guess we all were. He kept banging the table, rattling his ever-growing collection of empties, 
talking loud and long about his next record: how it wasn't going to be even a little bit country; how it was going 
to sound like Johnny Thunders' Heartbreakers and Tom Petty's Heartbreakers at the same time; how it was 
going to make all those skinny-tie bands want to put ads in the Village Voice, sell their equipment, and beg for 
their video-store jobs back. We didn't realize he was serious. ALEX PAPPADEMAS 
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DASHBOARD 
CONFESSIONAL 

A Mark, a Mission, 
a Brand, a Scar 
(Vagrarrt/lnterscope) 



BLUR 

Think Tank 

(Virgin) 



AFI 

Sing the Sorrow 

(DreamWorks) 



TED LEO/ 
PHARMACISTS 

Hearts of Oak 
(Lookout!) 



BELLE AND 
SEBASTIAN 

Dear Catastrophe 
Waitress 
(Rough Trade) 



12 



DIZZEE RASCAL 

Boy in Da Comer 

(XL) 




11 



METALLICA 

Sf. Anger 
(Elektra) 



On his third album, 
the Jim Jones of 
LiveJournal Amer- 
ica goes Holly- 
wood with grace 
and conviction, 
spiking the ol' emo 
Kool-Aid with 
modern-rock vita- 
mins, proving that 
snazzy production 
and the deploy- 
ment of back- 
ground singers 
who aren't mem- 
bers of your fan 
club cannot con- 
taminate the bot- 
tomless soul of 
one so pure. He 
still writes like he's 
being paid by the 
word, but by step- 
ping up to the 
Interscope chal- 
lenge, he's shown 
he can take his 
gospel to the big 
tent. J.D. 



10 



Just when you 
thought they were 
fading into the Brit- 
pop sunset, Blur 
make their best 
album in years — a 
dubbed-out, Afro- 
punk, Beatle- 

quoting requiem 
for a world out of 
time. Recorded in 
West Africa with 
Fatboy Slim and 
an Andalusian 
orchestra, Think 
Tank sent Damon 
Albarn into the 
heart of dark- 
ness — lager in one 
hand, sampler in 
the other — singing, 
"My eyes aren't 
blue / There's noth- 
ing I can do" and 
praying the natives 
might spare his 
imperial soul. Tony 
Blair, this Bud's for 
you. J.D. 




Only a band with 
this much punk 
cred (five albums 
on Offspring front- 
man Dexter Hol- 
land's Nitro label) 
could sell out so 
exquisitely. 
Squealing singer 
Davey Havok may 
take tonsorial 
cues from Danzig, 
but epic bummers 
like "Girl's Not 
Grey" get their 
broken heart from 
the Cure and their 
pummeling beats 
from NOFX. Gui- 
tarist Jade Puget's 
metal-edged 
attack helps Sor- 
row plumb depths 
most goth rockers 
couldn't reach 
without a diving 
bell. SEAN 

RICHARDSON 



The David Mamet 
of indie rock, Ted 
Leo packs his taut 
punk songs with 
words, words, 
words. Words that, 
strictly speaking, 
don't belong in 
rock, like abjure 
and ossify. Words 
that hurt, like when 
he explains why, 
despite your 
Howard Dean but- 
ton, you look like 
just another ugly 
American to the 
rest of the world. 
Words that make 
you feel pretty 
good, like his ode 
to 2-Tone ska, 
"Where Have All 
the Rude Boys 
Gone?" And 
despite all these 
words, he rocks — 
a skill Mamet has 
never mastered. 
A.B. 



Perhaps the Cali- 
fornia recall helped 
recovering collec- 
tivists Belle and 
Sebastian recog- 
nize that total 
democracy isn't 
always a good 
thing. Perhaps pro- 
ducer Trevor Horn 
convinced them 
that singer Stuart 
Murdoch ought to 
do most of the, 
y'know, singing. 
Whatever. While 
the '60s-pastiche 
arrangements here 
are dreamier than 
ever, Murdoch's 
lyrics cut the fog, 
and when he riffs 
on the sexuality of 
the Mets' most 
enigmatic starter, 
the only baseball 
writer who can 
touch him is Roger 
Angell. A.B. 



This album will test 
you. Is it techno? 
Hip-hop? A dude 
on a cell phone 
arguing with his 
PlayStation? 
Check the Inter- 
Web for daily 
answers. It's 19- 
year-old Londoner 
Dizzee's voice that 
really sets him 
apart from the 
U.K. garage scene 
that birthed him. 
Sounding like he's 
about to cry, 
scream, or swal- 
low his tongue, Dr. 
Rascal parses 
love, the meaning 
of the screwface, 
and turf issues 
both literal and 
symbolic, all over 
beats so unapolo- 
getic they demand 
a seventh-inning 
stretch. SASHA 

FRERE-JONES 



It lives! On their 
skull-crushing, 
eyeball-melting 
return to Himalaya- 
decapitating 
neutron-bom b- 
dropping glory, 
Metallica put all 
that short-haired 
Napster-crybaby 
shit behind them 
and prove that at 
the end of the day 
it is in fact the 
mighty who shall 
inherit the earth, 
pillage its football 
stadiums, ruin its 
eardrums, etc. "I 
need to set my 
anger free," James 
Hetfield yowls on 
the title track. St. 
Anger proves that 
his was a beast of 
burden worth wait- 
ing for. J.D. 



RADIOHEAD Hail to the Thief (Capitol) 

Radiohead records aren't truly avant-garde; however, they're as close to experimental as albums by major 
rock bands get. Radiohead records aren't really commercial, either; however, they're as accessible as decon- 
structed, unconventional pop music can possibly be. Basically, Hail to the Thief is the kind of album that 
forces you to say "however" a lot: It's political, but not overtly so; it's clever, but it's not funny; it's not unfath- 
omable, but it's also not for people who don't like to think about the music they buy. C.K. 
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MISSY ELLIOTT 

This Is Not a Test 
(Goldmind/Bektra) 




08 



THE NEW 

PORNOGRA- 

PHERS 

Electric Version 
(Matador) 



07 

THURSDAY 

War All the Time 
(Island) 



06 



JAY-Z 

The Black Album 
(Roc-a-Fella) 




YEAH YEAH 
YEAHS 

Fever to Tell 

(Interscope) 



50 CENT 

Get Rich or 
Die Try in' 

(Interscope) 



THE STROKES 

Room on Fire 
(RCA) 



Hip-hop's grand 
dame has taught 
us how to flip it 
and reverse it; 
now, on her fifth 
album, she wants 
to yell "Wake up!" 
at a hip-hop nation 
headin' for self- 
destruction. But 
it's not all KRS 101 
up in here: Timba- 
land laces Elliott's 
commanding yet 
sultry raps into 
minimal stutter- 
stop loops, then 
fills every available 
space with menac- 
ing electro-synth 
stabs, jittery 
dancehall breaks, 
and bass lines that 
bounce like a 
souped-up Cut- 
lass. ADRIENNE 
DAY 



Dear Other Rock 
Bands, 

We're sorry we 
kicked your ass 
this year. Here are 
some tips for next 
year: 

(1) Get Neko Case 
to sing. 

(2) Write bridges, 
verses, and cho- 
ruses. 

(3) Write sneaky 
lyrics about the 
Bush family. 

(4) Keep the tem- 
pos up. 

(5) Study the Cars' 
Candy-O. 

(6) Be from Van- 
couver (optional). 

(7) Get Neko Case 
to sing some 
more. 

Your songwriting 
daddy, 

Car) Newman S.F. 




Awash in a sea of 
self-indulgent 
tears, Thursday 
manage to be emo 
and eloquent. The 
New Jersey 
natives' ambitious 
third record — their 
first on a major 
label — stretches 
the canvas, tack- 
ling politics, faith, 
and love with the 
same vigor that 
their peers use to 
tear through ex- 
girlfriends' diaries. 
Singer Geoff Rickly 
approaches his 
band's ferocious 
songs like a film 
editor flexing skills 
in Final Cut Pro — 
constantly rewind- 
ing, zooming, nip- 
ping and tucking, 
desperate to quiet 
the tortured fears 
in his head. A.G. 



On what he swears 
is his final album, 
Jay-Z forgoes a 
victory lap to let it 
all hang out, on a 
record full of anger, 
anxiety, nostalgia, 
and dark humor. 
There are Cristal- 
clear memories of 
his Crooklyn youth 
("December 4th"), 
scathing indict- 
ments of the hip- 
hop biz (the Slim 
Shady-produced 
"Moment of Clar- 
ity"), and playful 
club jams ("Dirt Off 
Your Shoulder," 
and "Change 
Clothes," pro- 
duced by those 
Virginian up-and- 
comers Timbaland 
and the Neptunes, 
respectively). It's a 
fitting farewell to 
the king. OR. 



The Yeah Yeah 
Yeahs don't want 
to save rock- 
'n'roll — they just 
want to play it from 
the hip really hard. 
The Brooklyn trio 
aren't shy about 
anything, even their 
own flaws, which 
makes them even 
sexier — Fever to 
Tell is 38 minutes 
of naked shake- 
and-shimmy, com- 
plete with scars, 
moles, and tattoos. 
Brian Chase's 
high-tension drum- 
ming is their secret 
weapon, and lead 
squealer Karen O 
is such a tough 
guy that when she 
fesses up to vul- 
nerability on 
"Maps," it's a reve- 
lation. D.w. 



Why do we love 
Fiddy? Is it the 
voice — a goopy 
triangulation of 
gangsta lean, Mid- 
western thurrr, and 
Southern mush 
mouth? The bullet- 
proof pecs? The 
broke-ass half- 
smile that creeps 
into even his dark- 
est rhymes? 
Maybe it's just the 
shady aftermath of 
our yearlong affair 
with "In Da Club," 
in which our man 
got the nation's 
mack on over 
2003 s most 
empirically perfect 
beat. J.G. 



It's as if, like Sina- 
tra, they're cover- 
ing standards that 
have become their 
own (the Velvet 
Underground. 
Pavement, and 
Guided by Voices 
echoes are fading). 
Guitarist Nick 
Valensi gets 
quirkier over Albert 
Hammond Jr.'s 
steadying strum, 
while Julian 
Casablancas set- 
tles into his seen- 
it-all, saloon-singer 
guise. On the stun- 
ning, soulful ballad 
"Under Control," 
Casablancas 
proves he's no 
longer a hipster 
brat, but a grown- 
ass man who 
doesn't wanna be 
reminded. 
CHARLES AARON 



OUTKAST Speakerboxxx/The Love Below (Arista) 

Stankonia meets Sandinista! as Big Boi and Andre 3000 step to every small-minded assumption about what 
hip-hop can or should be. At two hours plus, this double CD is nearly half rapless and forgoes obvious singles 
in favor of aberrant crooning, second-line horn charts, drum'n'jazz fusion, and Siamese-twin song mutations. 
It is simply the most adventurous "rap" record ever made. To paraphrase Big Boi, they bring food for thought 
to the table and make you eat. And if real rappers can't play Cupid and sling pink firearms, then realness is 
seriously overrated. W.H. 
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THE WHITE STRIPES Elephant (V2) 

Jack White makes picking "Album of the Year" stupidly simple — for the third time in 
three years, he and his fake sister have unleashed the best record on earth. Countless 
moments on Elephant provide opportunities for hyperkinetic gushing: You could argue 
that it's "totally haunting" (your example being "Seven Nation Army") or claim it's 
"totally heartbreaking" ("You've Got Her in Your Pocket"). You could pretend it's hair 
metal (if you played only the ax solo on "Hypnotize") or pretend it's the best Electric 
Light Orchestra record since Discovery (if you played only the first six seconds of 
"There's No Home for You Here"). You could also insist that Meg's vocals on "In the 
Cold, Cold Night" are simultaneously charming, atrocious, and perfect (and you'd be 
right). However, these theories are all misguided, and the comparisons doubletalk. 
White is simply the best derivative songwriter of his generation (and maybe its most 
innovative blues guitarist), and — when the dust of downtown Detroit finally settles on 
the garage-rock revival — that's how you thread the hardest button to button. C.K. 
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Trojan latex condoms, 
everyone will be wearing this 



year 




TROJAN® gives you so many choices of sensual styles and shapes to experience 
your ultimate excitement and pleasure. Help reduce the risk with TROJAN® latex condoms. 

Trojan. America's #1 condom. The most trusted. For a most enjoyable feel. 



For a free sample, visit www.trojancondoms.com 
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Best Singles of the Year 



By Charles Aaron 




1.50 CENT 

"In Da Club" (Shady/lnterscope) Since we're all gonna get shot or 
suicide-bombed anyway, let's throw a frickin' birthday party! With 
pole dancing, Ecstasy, and Kevlar! Fiddy should pray five times a 
day to the West (a.k.a. Dr. Dre) for blessing him with a beat so 
irresistibly sultry. 

2. EMINEM 

"Lose Yourself" (Shady/lnterscope) Screw the corny Aerosmith 
sample on "Sing for the Moment" — this tinkly, guitar-driven epic is 
Em's defining yes-you-can power ballad. So packed with anticipa- 
tion you're on the edge of your seat for a half-dozen bars just to 
hear him finish the damn "Mekhi Phifer" rhyme. 

3. THE WHITE STRIPES 

"Seven Nation Army" (V2) Scowling as he falls down the celebrity 
rabbit hole, Jack White knocks off a tawdry guitar solo, then threat- 
ens to move to Wichita. The day is saved by the year's best bass 
line (that Timbaland had nothing to do with). 

4. OUTKAST 

"Hey Ya!" (LaFace/Arista) Unlike, say, Jack White, Andre 3000 
feels totally liberated by parading around as the world's sexiest 
indie rocker. 

5. R. KELLY 

"Ignition (Remix)" (Jive) Yes, he's a repugnant narcissist. No, this 
song's ridiculously tipsy groove cannot be denied. 

6. JUSTIN TIMBERLAKE 

"Cry Me a River" (Jive) I defer to The New Yorker's Alex Ross, 
who called this the "most polyphonically complex teenybopper 
ballad in history." And when Justin performs it live, he calls 
Britney a bitch, too! 

7. PANJABI MC 

"Beware of the Boys (Mundian to Bach Ke)" (Sequence) This exhil- 
arating bhangra mash-up — madly plucked tumbi, dhol drums, Bolly- 
wood vocals, and Knight Rider sample (via Timbaland) — is almost 
ruined by Jay-Z!s inane rap. Still, he gets props for making it a hit. 

8. QUEENS OF THE STONE AGE 

"No One Knows" (Interscope) Josh Homme's guitar riff circles 



like a biker wielding a pool cue, but it's 
Dave Grohl's drums that actually crack 
your knees. 

9. NAS 

"Made You Look" (Columbia) Despite 
Nas' admirably tortured chatter about next- 
level musical consciousness, his best joint 
since the '90s is a macho gunman boast 
over the classic "Apache" drum break. 

10. THE STROKES 

"12:51" (RCA) The slurred, insistent guitar 
and purred, distant vocals capture that 
exact moment when your third cocktail 
kicks in. And you're not embarrassed to 
slur along. 

11. DIZZEE RASCAL 

"I Luv U" (XL import) Drum'n'bass, U.K. 
garage, and old-fashioned raw-dog 
hip-hop combust in this digitally demented 
version of "It's a Man's Man's Man's World." 

12. THE DONNAS 

"Take It Off" (Atlantic) The sound of tenta- 
tive pop-punk-metal kids finally pulling off 
the stadium-rock rager of their dreams. The 
chorus might as well be "We did it!" 

13. WAYNE WONDER 

"No Letting Go" (40/40A/P/Atlantic) Of all 
the songs on the hand-clapping Diwali beat 
(uh-oh, it's Lumidee again), here's the 
keeper — Wonder's heavenly tenor testifies 
with a subtle vulnerability that'll make any 
frigid ex weepy in rush-hour traffic. 

14. AFI 

"The Leaving Song Pt. II" (DreamWorks) 
When it comes to relentless, trembling, 
gut-churning anthems, these Golden State 
warriors leave it all on the floor. 



15. JOE BUDDEN 

"Pump It Up" (Def Jam) Obsessively 
rewinding that Kool & the Gang sample 
like a kid getting rowdy in his high chair, 
producer Just Blaze made sure this song 
was so hot it didn't matter what bullshit 
Budden spit. 

16. THE DARKNESS 

"Growing on Me" (Atlantic) The most 
emotionally fraught guitar solo ever in 
a rock song about a sexually 
transmitted disease. 

17. ELECTRIC SIX 

"Danger! High Voltage" (XL/Beggars) 
Detroit goombas in semi-matching suits yell 
"fire" in a crowded Mexican-style chain 
restaurant; sax-bomb mayhem ensues. 

18. !!! 

"Me and Giuliani Down by the School- 
yard (A True Story)" (Touch and Go) 
Punky bicoastal funk that actually focuses 
on the beat more than the noisy posturing. 
Yeah, yeah, yeah. 

19. T. RAUMSCHMIERE 

"Monstertruckdriver" (Novamute) With his 
buzzy, happy-go-brain-dead "schaffel" 
(a.k.a. "shuffle") beat. Berlin DJ Marco Haas 
brings the techno-punk pain. 

20. BEYONCi FEATURING JAY-Z 

"Crazy in Love" (Columbia) and 
JANE'S ADDICTION 

"Just Because" (Capitol) The former's 
syncopated Chi-Lites horn flourish prom- 
ised a hip-hop-sawy Diana Ross, and 
the latter's sky-walking guitar promised 
ecstatic rock sleaze that never ages. 
Ultimately, they delivered the year's two 
best intros. 
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1. LED ZEPPELIN 

DVD and How the West Was Won 

(Atlantic) Like Nirvana and Rage Against 
the Machine, these golden gods begat a 
sorry parade of copycats. But forget 
that — what's amazing about this archival 
bounty is how the band rocks even 
harder than you remember. The double- 
disc DVD is mainly 1970's Royal Albert 
Hall concert footage, wiry boys in hipster 
street clothes (except for Jimmy Page, 
who sports an argyle sweater-vest) 
playing their massive mutant blues to one 
another as if the audience weren't even 
there. How the West Was Won is three 
discs culled from two 1 972 SoCal 
concerts. It's Zep at their peak, still loose 
enough to turn "Whole Lotta Love" into a 
23-minute oldies medley, not yet bored 
with their first four LPs. Even "Stairway to 
Heaven," God help us, feels fresh-picked. 

2. BJORK 

Live Box (One Little Indian) On this five- 
disc joy machine, the script gets flipped 
and stays that way: "Human Behaviour" 
and "Venus as a Boy" accompanied only 
by harpsichord. "One Day" arranged for 
gamelan ensemble, tabla, and tuba. Not 
everything here is so radical, but almost all 
the performances infuse Bjork's music with 
fresh ideas, and that bit about "emotional 
landscapes" from "Jdga" still bristles our 
neck hairs every time. 

3. TALKING HEADS 

Once in a Lifetime (Sire) The two-CD Sand 
in the Vaseline from 1 992 was just too 
short; this four-disc best-of nails it and will 
hopefully remind today's skinny, white New 
York funk-rock bands that songs matter. It 
includes weird alternate takes of "Cities" 
and "Drugs," plus a version of "Artists Only" 
with some Al Green-style horns that were 
lost en route to the band's cover of Take 
Me to the River." Disc four collects all the 
videos — a major part of the story. 

4. NEIL YOUNG 

On the Beach and American Stars 'N 
Bars (Reprise) On the Beach (1974) is 
depressed Young: hating most everyone, 
watching the '60s dream wash out to sea, 
grimly blissful nonetheless. Sfars TV Bars 
(1977) is boozy alt country; it's got two of 
his most gorgeous ballads ("Star of Bethle- 
hem" and "Will to Love"), the gale-force 
"Like a Hurricane," and a ditty lauding DIY 
farming ("Homegrown"). The man's words 
were always prescient. 

5. NEW ORDER 

Retro (Rhino/Warner Bros.) They didn't 
have the juiciest roles in 24 Hour Party 
People, but they cut the best singles and 
inspired the best DJ remixes, and the 
proof is all here. The somber, early post- 
Joy Division stuff and the live disc are 
less essential but tasty enough, and the 



package by longtime design collaborator 
Peter Saville is clean, elegant, weirdo 
modernism — much like the music. 

6. THE ALLMAN BROTHERS BAND 

At Fillmore East (Deluxe Edition) (Mercury) 
An expanded classic, gathering pieces of a 
two-night stand previously scattered across 
five separate releases. Duane Allman was 
dead before the 1 971 double- LP was a 
year old, but his alternately bloozy and 
hard-tripping bottleneck-slide leads are for 
the ages. The 56-minute tag team of 
"Whipping Post" and "Mountain Jam" is a 
redneck-rainbow love-in. 

7. MILES DAVIS 

The Complete Jack Johnson Sessions 

(Sony Legacy) Five sprawling discs that find 
the jazz trumpeter under the influence of 
Jimi Hendrix's noise, of Sly Stone's funk, of 
the era's bad-trip craziness. Far raunchier 
than the better-known 1 969 fusion blue- 
print Bitches Brew, these 1 970 sessions 
yielded skronking jams that would sur- 
face on Davis' records for years to come, 
not to mention grooves deep enough to 
warrant an MO 

8. APHEX TWIN 

26 Mixes for Cash (Warp) Richard D. 
James is possibly the crankiest man in 
electronica, but he has released some 
brain-melting music, much of it available 
only as remixes on obscure 1 2-inch 
singles. Geffen Records refused to 
license "Richard's Hairpiece," James' 
freaky tweaking of Beck's "Devil's Haircut." 
But you do get two "remixes" of Nine Inch 
Nails tracks that James claims he never 
heard, a vivisection of David Bowie's 
"Heroes," and other overhauls that suggest 
electronica's best hedge against irrelevance 
may be a rock-remix revival. 

9. TELEVISION 

Marquee Moon (Rhino/Elektra) To clear up 
confusion sown by people who claim the 
Strokes sound like this gang of '70s punk 
romantics, listen to "Venus" or "Friction" or 
"See No Evil" or "Marquee Moon" — not to 
mention the epic, long-lost single "Little 
Johnny Jewel (Parts 1 & 2)"— and get 
back to us when Nick Valensi and Albert 
Hammond Jr. start playing guitar like this. 

10. THE MOLES 

On the Street/Rare & Weird (WishingTree) 
An early- '90s alt-rock blip from Sydney, 
Australia, the Moles released a great lost 
album [Untune the Sky) before frontman 
Richard Davies went solo and pastoral. 
This best-of captures his band when they 
were art punks drunk on pop and psyche- 
delia. "What's the New Mary Jane" 
deserves a Spiritualized cover, while the 
newspaper cutup "With Body Wifes Seven 
Days" helpfully notes: "Cats prepare for 
World War Three / Death love orgy LSD!" 
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Fred Durst Acts Up 

By G. Beato 

Illustrations by Lara Tomlin 
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2003 was a banner year for 
Fred Durst for all the wrong rea- 
sons: a string of A- list romances 
that may have existed only in 
his mind, a lackluster new 
record, and don't even get us 
started on the live shows. 



He may be oblivious at best and 
obnoxious at worst, but the 
Limp Bizkit frontman has a 
plan — as well as the celebrity 
posse and the power — to pull 
it off, and that's precisely why 
he's here to stay 
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ON MARCH 21, 2003, AS THE SKIES OVER BAGHDAD BLAZED LIKE THE MOTHER 
of all laser shows, Fred Durst, patriotic American, advocate of liberty, 
and indefatigable self-promoter, posted his thoughts about Operation 
Iraqi Freedom at Limpbizkit.com. "We can't protest any longer," he 
counseled. "We have to support our country now, because we are at the 
point of no return. Go USA! Go freedom for Iraq! And on that note, 
our new CD is gonna hit you with a similar impact!" 

It sounded like typical Durstian chest-puffing, but on September 23, 
Limp Bizkit's fourth album. Results May Vary, hit stores, and the 
impact was just as he had predicted: Buildings crumbled. Looting 
erupted in every major American city. Kxperts wondered whether the 
man who appeared in the album's first video, "Eat You Alive," was 
the real Fred Durst or one of his many known body doubles. 

Okay, maybe that's how it happened in Durst's heavy-ass dreams. In 
the real world, the infrastructure remained intact. Looting was con- 
fined to Kazaa and other file-swapping services. And while Limp 
Bizkit's previous two albums had truly leveled the Billboard Top 10 
upon arrival, Results May Vary merely sideswiped it, selling 325,000 
copies in its debut week. 

Ever since Fred Durst's emergence as rap rock's red-capped king 
in 1999, the opposition has been calling for regime change: music jour- 
nalists who chafed at his misogyny; hip-hop purists who belittled his 
simplistic rhymes; fans of Creed, Slipknot, TapRoot, and every other 
band that he'd sparred with. In the past, the singer had answered such 
challenges with multiplatinum fuck you's. In 2003, though, he was 
starting to look a little vulnerable. Was it time, finally, to break out the 
Haterade and toast the demise of Fred Durst? 

"FRED'S ALWAYS HAD AN INTEREST IN POLARIZING PEOPLE AND 

provoking strong reactions," says Jordan Schur, president of Geffen 
Records and Limp Bizkit's longtime executive producer. Indeed, with 
his bombastic stage patter and knack for baiting fellow musicians, 
Durst, a self-avowed redneck from Jacksonville, Florida, has always 
seemed more professional wrestler than rock star. Like a WWE grap- 
pler, the 33-year-old former tattoo artist also understands that a 
fighter's entrance into the ring is every bit as important as the main 
event itself, and he kept the public focused on Limp Bizkit's latest 
album with more than a year's worth of nonstop melodrama. 

A quick follow-up to 2000's Chocolate Starfish and the Hot Dog 
Flavored Water became impossible after the departure of original 
Bizkit guitarist Wes Borland in late 2001, especially when the band's 22- 
city search for a replacement proved fruitless. In the summer of 2002, 
however, Durst surprised fans with an announcement: More than 20 



new songs had been recorded with producer Rick Rubin, and an album 
would be arriving as early as December 2002. 

By January 2003, though, Durst didn't seem to be in much of a hurry. 
Instead, he was writing and producing tracks for Britney Spears' new 
album, and asserting, in a trio of love-struck website postings, that the 
two were romantically involved. When Spears appeared on MTV's 
Total Request Live in February, however, she was lip-synching a differ- 
ent tune. "I asked her tongue-in-cheek, 'Where's your boyfriend Fred 
Durst?' " says TRL host Carson Daly. "And then she did this whole I- 
don't-even-know-him thing, which was not true at all." Durst responded 
to the snub by going on Howard Stern's radio show to divulge Spears' 
crotch-grooming preferences. The pop star's camp was not amused. "It's 
sad that he's decided to make up stories," her people responded, "and 
the situation feels very junior high school." (Their recording sessions 
have never been released.) 

In the wake of such steadfast denials, Durst cooled on Britney ("She's 
got a great ass— that's all") and focused on Angelina Jolie ("She is one hot 
motherfucker!"). For several months, Durst praised the virtues of the 
Tomb Raider star to reporters, blog readers, concert audiences— anyone 
who would listen— but finally acknowledged the futility of his efforts. 
"It's just not going to happen," he told the London Sun in August. "We 
exchanged a few words a couple of times. She was really cool about it." 

Anyone who caught Durst's appearance at February's Grammy 
Awards was already familiar with his unique oratory style. With the 
U.S. on the verge of invading Iraq and an unofficial gag order dis- 
couraging presenters from mentioning the conflict. Durst stepped up 
to the mic and misspoke straight from his heart. "I just really hope we 
are in agreeance that this war should go away as soon as possible," he 
declared. And with those words, he somehow managed to annoy mil- 
lions. Was he for the war, or against it? For proper English, or against 
it? Eventually, an editor of the Oxford English Dictionary explained 
that agreeance is a real word, but by then, no one cared. 

Instead, audiences were too busy arming themselves with projec- 
tiles in preparation for Limp Bizkit's first series of live appearances in 
nearly two years, opening for Metallica on the Summer Sanitarium 
Tour. Of course, Limp Bizkit shows have always been chaotic affairs: 
At Woodstock '99, crowds responded to Durst's encouragements to 
"smash stuff" by tearing up TV camera towers and giving one another 
head injuries; at a concert in Sydney, Australia, in January 2001, a 
15-year-old girl died in the crush of a Bizkit mosh pit. On the Summer 
Sanitarium dates, instead of venting their energy at one another, 
concertgoers aimed it at Durst. During a July concert at suburban 
Chicago's Hawthorne Race Course, the crowd greeted Limp Bizkit with 
chants of "Fuck Fred Durst!" and showered the stage with plastic bottles. 
In return, Durst screamed homophobic slurs, called the audience 
"fucking pussies," and challenged them to a fight. After just six songs, 
the band ended their set 

Then the real fight started. In October, Westchester, Illinois-based 
attorney Michael J. Young filed a class-action lawsuit on behalf of 172 co- 
plaintiffs who attended the show, demanding that Durst and Limp 
Bizkit refund them $25 each. "These people paid good money to see this 
performance, and they got ripped off," says Young. "I don't think it's 
fair that Fred Durst gets to keep all the proceeds that he earned, when he 
didn't perform like he was supposed to perform." Their complaint 
alleges that "Fred Durst insulted all in the crowd and the city of Chicago 
repeatedly and without end," and, to make matters worse, "Limp Bizkit 
never reappeared to Finish the one-and-a-half-hour performance it had 
advertised and contracted to complete." In other words, they felt the 
show was extremely offensive, and it ended much too soon. 

Judging solely from his stage antics, Fred Durst ought to be recog- 
nized as the greatest rock agitator since Johnny Rotten. "If he was 
putting out shit stuff and just being over the top, that'd be one thing," 
says longtime Durst pal Pauly Shore. "But it's about music and selling 
albums." And, as always, the Weas is right: In September, after numer- 
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ous title changes (including the apt Bipolar, the cryptic The Search for 
Teddy Swoes, and the all-time best name for a rock record ever. Parity 
Sniffer), at least as many missed release dates, and the late-inning 
addition of ex-Snot guitarist Mike Smith, Results May Vary finally 
materialized. "[When] Wes Borland left. Limp Bizkit needed time to 
regroup," says Jordan Schur. "We made one record without a guitar 
player, and those were really Fred's songs. Then we found a guitar 
player, so we wanted to make another record. Then we ended up tak- 
ing the best of both records, and the whole tiling just took a minute." 

It took critics much less time to dismiss it. "Limp Bizkit limps 
another step closer to obsolescence," declared USA Today's Edna 
Gundersen. "Does anybody still care?" asked Caroline Sullivan of Lon- 
don's Guardian. Actually, Results May Vary isn't all that horrible— it's 
competent, radio-friendly product by a band determined to cover its 
bases. Beat-heavy tracks like "Gimme the Mic" and "Phenomenon" 
deliver the clean crunch that Limp Bizkit went platinum on, while 
"Underneath the Gun" and "Build a Bridge" aim for the power-ballad 
crowd, with new guitarist Smith supplying corny guitar-hero licks that 
the less populist Wes Borland would never stoop to. And while Durst 's 
sad-sack self-absorption is more out of control than ever, you still 
might find yourself singing along to lyrics like "Heartbreak is a 
headache / Like a toothache / Or an earthquake." Three weeks after its 
release. Results May Vary had sold more than 500,000 copies— a mod- 
est number compared to Chocolate Starfish, which went platinum in 
just seven days. Clearly, Durst was no longer flavor of the month, but 
he hadn't been knocked off the menu entirely, either. 

THOSE CLOSEST TO DURST ARGUE THAT HIS DETRACTORS ARE LOOKING AT ALL 

the wrong indicators. "Limp Bizkit's music is very emotional," says Peter 
Katsis, the group's manager and a senior VP at the entertainment com- 
pany the Firm. "It's not an intellectual experience that some journalist 
can expound on. This is rock'n'roll straight from the fucking gut." 

Because Durst has been angry at Spin ever since an August 1999 
cover story gently mocked his pickup lines and, in his opinion, overem- 
phasized his frequent use of the word yo, neither he nor his gut would 
comment for this piece. But Katsis was more forthcoming. "I believe 
that critics had nothing to do with breaking any of this new hard 
music," he says. "Now, you probably won't print this, but I truly believe 
that a lot of critics hold resentment [toward Fred] because of that." 

Without the support of the music press. Limp Bizkit turned to MTV 
for its earliest media exposure at a time when other bands had 
rejected the tastemaking music channel. "In the early days, Rage 
Against the Machine wouldn't be associated with MTV," says Schur. 
"Tool wouldn't be associated with MTV. The cutting-edge-rock genre 
basically ignored it. But we thought MTV was cool, and we thought we 
could make it a little cooler as far as our shit goes." 

Whatever Limp Bizkit did for MTV, MTV certainly returned the 
favor: Beginning with Durst's self-directed video for "Faith," the band 
became a TRL staple, and several million album sales followed. Next, 
Durst began applying his Midas touch to other bands with misspelled 
names. Skeptics scoffed when Interscope made him a vice president, 
but then he signed multiplatinum acts Staind and Puddle of Mudd. 

Through his video work, Durst also got one Adidas-clad foot in the 
film industry, though his plans to dominate Hollywood are proceed- 
ing slowly. Of the five films Durst has been attached to direct since 
1999 (including the bully revenge drama Runt and the skateboarding 
feature Lords of Dogtown), none has yet made it to production, but 
his associates say it's too soon to write him off. "People think direct- 
ing is about getting that initial opportunity, and it's not," says Fight 
Club director David Fincher. who's been mentoring Durst in his cine- 
matic pursuits. "It's about doing something with that opportunity. And 
Fred is a guy who is going to fucking work. I mean, this is not a guy 
who wants to be a director so he can get good tables at restaurants. 
That's the thing I like about Fred— he's an insanely hard worker." 
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was degrad- 
ing: Durst 
makes out 
with Halle 
Berry in the 
"Behind Blue 
Eyes" video 



Or is it that all his hard work just makes him seem more insane? In 
October, while Durst could be seen sensitively devouring Halle 
Berry's face in the video for Bizkit's cover of the Who's "Behind Blue 
Eyes" (a promo clip for Berry's horror film Gothika), the frontman was 
logging overtime trying to insinuate that he and the Oscar 
winner-turned-Bond girl had become an item. He bragged about the 
intensity of their onscreen kiss and then told MTV News, "Someone 
has come into my life that I really feel like, for once in my life, that I 
really, really bond with like I've never bonded with anybody." (Empha- 
sis blatantly added.) But when Berry later announced that she and her 
husband of two years were separating, Durst dropped all talk of his 
mystery someone and insisted that he and Berry were just friends. 

Though Durst's knack for being seen with the right celebrity pal at 
the right time seems undeniably Faustian, people who've seen him in 
action chalk it up to something more like pathological confidence. 
"Fred can walk into a room and establish a rapport with anyone," 
says MTV's Daly. Rachell Burns, a tattoo artist who gave Durst one of 
his earliest breaks in the body-ink business, would agree: "I hooked 
him up at a shop in Jacksonville, and within 15 minutes, he had 
insulted every motherfucker in the shop. He was like, '1 can tattoo 
circles around you, you, you.' " 

Sometime during the past year or so, Durst found time to get a pair 
of new tattoos of his own. Now, for all eternity, Elvis Presley and Kurt 
Cobain reside cheek to cheek, in monochromatic splendor, just above 
Durst's hairy heart. "Kurt Cobain!" says Travis Keller, cofounderof the 
rock-gossip website Buddyhead.com. "It's like Hitler getting a Jesus tat- 
too. I mean, dude, everyone knows what you're really like." 

A modestly cynical interpretation may be that by putting two icons 
of rock'n'roll emotion on his chest, Durst hopes to obscure his own cal- 
culating soullessness. An even more frightening notion: Durst really 
believes that he, Kurt, and Elvis are three of kind. But there's a chari- 
table explanation, too: Durst is just a fan and either too clueless or too 
unconcerned with what others think to worry about the implications. 
Instead, he just pays tribute to his heroes and aspires to their great- 
ness. Is he aiming too high? Sure. But when you believe in yourself like 
that— when you're a self-described "crazy, crazy man with a crazy, 
crazy plan" (and, yes, some talent) there's no way a single flop, much 
less a modest hit like Results May Vary, can derail your career. 

On his cover of "Behind Blue Eyes," Durst pays tribute to Pete Town- 
shend's azure orbs, but a more fitting analogue may be another swag- 
gering hothead, Ol' Blue Eyes himself. Which isn't to suggest that Fred 
Durst has the mellifluous pipes of Frank Sinatra, or even Frank Sinatra 
Jr. But the intense ambition, the survivor's knack for brand extension 
and reinvention— those things he's got. In the early 1950s, after Sinatra's 
alleged connections to communists and the Mafia had cost him his 
recording deal, his movie contract, and his radio show, he reemerged 
as an actor in From I lere to Eternity and won an Oscar. The one-time 
teen idol then jump-started his music career by performing songs for 
swinging adults instead of swooning teenagers, and his recording 
career lasted another 40 years. Limp Bizkit may not be facing their final 
curtain, but when they do. Durst has the backup film career in place, 
along with lots of loyal and powerful friends throughout the entertain- 
ment industry ready to lend a hand, you dig? So mark your calendars, 
haters. Come 2050. Fred Durst is definitely going to be over. ■ 
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Hair metal, grunge, and now — boy finally be welcomed into the 

emo? Will the aching hearts pop kingdom? You know it. But 

and agonized guitars of under- you can bet your backpack that 

ground music's favorite whipping it'll be painful for all involved 



LAST YEAR, GERARD WAY WAS STRUGGLING. HIS BAND, MY 

Chemical Romance, had just recorded their debut record— 
the operatic and emotionally dense I Brought You My Bul- 
lets, You Brought Me Your Love (for tiny New York City 
indie Eyeball Records), but they were still slogging it out in 
a wobbly van, getting lost (numerous times) and getting 
robbed (once). Then last February, My Chemical Romance 
went out on their first national tour, opening for the Used, 
and a funny thing happened. 

"First, one major-label A&R guy came to our show," Way 
says. "And then two, and then three and four. All of a sud- 
den, it was like a weird fucking fungus all over the band!" 
A few months later, My Chemical Romance signed a lucra- 
tive, multi-album deal with Warner Bros. "They've been 
very careful not to say the word emo around us," he says 
with a laugh. 

No matter what you call it, emo ("screamo," "extremo") 



trtursday 

Say hello to 
your demo: 
Thursday's 
Geoff Rickly, 
trying to 
convince us 
that there's 
more to 
being a suc- 
cessful emo 
band than 
selling 
records to 
the guy in 
the orange 
shirt 



finally broke into the mainstream ("mainstreamo") in 
2003. The passionate, close-knit community of bands that 
had quietly simmered during the teen-pop and rap-metal 
years finally reached full boil. And major labels, as well as 
a wide range of record buyers, took notice. After years of 
tireless touring and teenage-audience sing-alongs, Dash- 
board Confessional debuted at No. 2 on the Billboard 
chart this summer with their third album, A Mark, a Mis- 
sion, a Brand, a Scar. Dashboard singer/songwriter Chris 
Carrabba appeared all over late-night talk shows and 
MTV, as well as on a few magazine covers (including 
Spin). Close at his heels were Thursday and Thrice, who 
also debuted high on the charts with their first major-label 
discs. Like-minded bands Saves the Day, Brand New, the 
Movielife, the Starting Line, and Vendetta Red soon fol- 
lowed. Were Generation Y kids starting to ditch their 
Britney posters and goofy grins for Livejournals and seri- 
ous scowls? 

Meanwhile, major labels— weak from piracy battles and 
an industry-wide sales slump— have been desperately 
hooking onto any band with pop potential and a preexist- 
ing grassroots audience. So, in addition to those already 
mentioned, another crew of diverse, emo-ish, bands were 
snapped up and signed— all to Island Records— during 
2003, including Chicago's Fall Out Boy, Nashville's Scatter 
the Ashes, and San Diego's Noise Ratchet. Many groups 
that seemingly remained independent were also part of 
the mainstream emo push, releasing records on quasi- 
indies Doghouse and Fueled By Ramen (which receive 
some funding from major labels) in order to garner 
credibility before being called up to the big leagues (see: 
the All-American Rejects). 

For underground stalwarts like Dan Sandshaw, director 
of A&R and marketing at Equal Vision Records, the big 
money flooding the scene is problematic. "Things have 
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gone insane," he says. "We're contacting bands that have 
only played one or two shows, and they've already gotten 
calls from Island and DreamWorks. Everyone is looking 
for the next Thursday. It's making our job harder; finan- 
cially, we're pushed to the limit. Everyone thinks they 
should be rock stars now— thai certainly wasn't always the 
case." Equal Vision's buzz band— Coheed and Cambria- 
sold 22,635 copies of their second album in the first week 
of its release, and for now, they seem to be the one true indie 
holdout among their peers. 

Brand New, a smart Long Island quartet, broke enough 
hearts with this year's Deja Entendu to earn some MTV air- 
play and a sweet contract with DreamWorks. Still, the 
band's singer/songwriter, Jesse Lacey, is dubious about the 
hype. "I think it's all gonna fall through in a year and a half, 
maybe sooner," he says. "This is becoming like '80s hair 
metal all over again. All you can really do is try hard to be 
one of the bands that does manage to stick." (See "Bands to 
Watch," page 30.) 

Not surprisingly, veteran A&R man Luke Wood (who 
signed Brand New, as well as Jimmy Eat World and Saves 
the Day) has a sunnier view. "The era I like to equate this 
with is '88 to '90: We've got Soundgarden and the Meat 
Puppets, but Nirvana is about to make Blench. Something 
is gonna pop soon and hopefully change the entire musical 



landscape. Because I don't think, as many of my peers do, 
that there's a ceiling of 300,000 to 500,000 kids that can 
appreciate these bands. We're beyond the kids who are 
lucky enough to find Hot Topic on the fourth floor of the 
mall or stumble onto Makeoutclub.com. Honestly, I don't 
believe emo has 'broken' yet, because to me that would 
mean being up there with OutKast and Beyonce— being in 
every 14-year-old's iPod." 

And the figures— at least in terms of traditional measur- 
ing sticks, such as radio airplay— tend to back Wood up. 
"Emo bands have a committed fan base, but it's not a core 
fan base yet," says Lisa Worden, program director for influ- 
ential Washington, D.C., radio station WHFS. "We play 
Dashboard and Thursday, but we haven't reached the 
point where Puddle of Mudd fans are calling up requesting 
Brand New." 

My Chemical Romance will record their major-label 
debut this winter, and Gerard Way has faith that they'll be 
able to navigate the big time. "We're all very emotional, sin- 
cere people, and we're in the water with sharks," he says. 
"But the sincerity the music is founded on is what protects 
us. If your band is founded on that instead of doing coke off 
hookers' tits, then you're fine. It's a matter of writing the 
songs that matter to you and having the kids sing along 
with you. That's it." ■ 




ECCENTRIC GENIUSES OF THE YEAR 

OutKast 

How do you solve a riddle like Andre 3000? How do you catch a cloud and pin it down? Our men from Stankonia seemed to do it themselves by splitting 
their latest joint into two albums — brilliantly funky street jams from Big Boi, lovesexy jazz operas from Andre — and releasing both under that brand name 
of excellence, OutKast. Blunt-chomping Big Boi stayed put, hunkering down in Atlanta, tending to his pit-bull kennel, musing about the ghetto-culture 
industry, and holding forth on post-September 1 1 geopolitics. Andre hung out in Hollywood, apartment-shopped in Brooklyn, took up the saxophone, 
and rocked out at Hives concerts. So what does all this mean for the most forward-looking group in popular music? After lunch at a Chinese restaurant 
this summer. Andre peeped his fortune cookie. "There is excitement to be found everywhere you go," he read aloud. Sitting back and stroking his beard, 
he nodded. "All right." CHRIS NORRIS 




VIDEO OF THE YEAR 

Johnny Cash, "Hurt" 
The Nine Inch Nails version of this song 
defines "adolescent": narcissistic, self- 
hating, melodramatic, and depressed. 
Yeah, it was pretty awesome. Over pen- 
sive piano, Trent Reznor sings about how 
he feels like a walking toxin: an emperor 
of dirt who makes anyone who loves him 
hurt. But that persona takes on more 
magnitude when we watch an ailing 
patriarch of modern music sing it — his 
familiar face wrecked, his famous voice 
quavering, real-life images of his 50-year- 
career flashing before us. As a final artis- 
tic statement, Johnny Cash (who died 
September 12 at age 71) played Father 
Time himself. And yeah, it was pretty 
awesome. C.N. 
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LIVE BAND OF 
THE YEAR 

Metallica 



On this year's Summer Sanitarium Tour, younger bands like 
Limp Bizkit and Linkin Park came off as one-dimensional 
puppets compared to their masters in Metallica. Each night, 
with workmanlike precision and minimal pyrotechnics or other 
distractions. Hetfield (left), Ulrich, Hammett, and the new guy 
(right) methodically blew their support acts off the stage. As 



Metallica near the end of their second 
decade, the set list (and hairstyles) bor- 
row heavily from their first, but they still 
sound like the future. They could do this 
forever — and they just might. There they 
go. Turn the page. GREG MILNER 
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BEST ANTICORPORATE RANT 
OF THE YEAR 

Conor Oberst disses Clear Channel 

While performing at the Shortlist Concert in October, the Bright 
Eyes bard (right) used his between-song downtime to trash 
corporate-media behemoth Clear Channel Entertainment, a 
Shortlist cosponsor and exclusive booker for the Wiltern Theatre, 
where the ceremony was held. To cheers from the crowd, Oberst 
(right) called out Clear Channel as "horribly greedy," adding that 
"if there's anyone who cares about music existing as an art form 
and not a commercial thing, now's the time to make a change." 
He then gave a parting shot to "our idiotic, gun-toting, coke- 
snorting president." And who said emo was just politically empty 
whining about girls? CHARLES AARON 




MOVIE OF 
THE YEAR 

The School of Rock 

v ie 



When Cream 
recorded "Sun- 
shine of Your 
Love." they hardly 
could have imag- 
ined the higher 
purpose their 
song would even- 
tually serve: As 
the soundtrack to 
a scene in which 
Jack Black runs 
through a prep- 
schooi hallway 
clutching electric 
guitars in both 
hands. Though 
there's plenty of 
irony in the 
heavy-metal paro- 
dies of Tenacious 
D. the rock'n'roll 
heart of this feel- 
good comedy 
beats sincere. 
When School of 



Rock references 
iconic artists like 
Led Zeppelin or 
Stevie Nicks, it's 
not done for 
cheap laughs, but 
to remind us of 
the music's liber- 
ating power. Play- 
ing an unhinged 
guy impersonat- 
ing an educator, 
Black breaks free 
from a string of 
one-note sup- 
porting roles and 
finds the perfect 
outlet for his 
manic intensity. 
It's been a long 
way to the top. 
but with a couple 
more movies like 
this. Black will 
stay there. 

DAVE ITZKOFF 




CLASS-ACTION SUIT OF THE YEAR 

Fans sue Creed for sucking 

In an act of divine (fan) intervention, four Chicago-area concertgoers filed a lawsuit in April on behalf of 
approximately 15,000 people who suffered through a December 2002 performance by Creed. The suit 
claimed that frontman Scott Stapp (left) was unable to sing the complete lyrics to any song and spent much 
of the show rolling around onstage "in apparent pain or distress" before passing out. The fans simply asked 
for their money back ($227 plus parking fees for them, approximately $2 million total for all in atten- 
dance). Reps for Creed defended the performance, calling it "unique." Although a judge eventually dis- 
missed the case, the litigious foursome might have taken a giant leap forward for pissed-off fans of sucky 
bands everywhere. CARYN GANZ 
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DJ OF THE YEAR 

You 

Yeah, you. You don't just dig music, man — you understand it. 
You know better than anyone that having Black Flag, the White 
Stripes, Motley Crue, My Morning Jacket, Sleater-Kinney, and 
Sly Stone at your fingertips can turn a trip to the grocery store into 
a saga, a private vision quest, a Scorsese movie. Fusing all the 
world-transforming technological innovations of the past few 
decades — the Walkman, Napster, the Tamagotchi — the iPod is 
more than a cool, shiny gadget to show off at the bar, though it is 
certainly that. It gives you back control of all the valuable head- 
space that the Man so desperately longs to colonize. Fill it up. 
Keep it charged. Own your destiny. ALEX PAPPADEMAS 
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MOST 
DESPERATE 
GRAB FOR 
RELEVANCE 
(OR WEIRDEST 
CHILDREN'S- 
BOOK PROMO) 
OF THE YEAR 
Madonna and 
Britney kiss 
It was only a matter of 
time before today's 
saucy pop princesses 
shared the spotlight 
with the queen mother. 
So there was an air of 
inevitability when 
Madonna strode onto 
the MTV Video Music 
Awards stage, eyed 
Britney and Christina 
decked out in virginal 
white, and slipped 
Britty some tongue. 
(Once again, Christina 
Aguilera was relegated 
to never-a-bride sta- 
tus: Her kiss was 
decidedly less French.) 
With Madonna's latest 
stab at social com- 
mentary landing as flat 
as her abs, and Brit- 
ney desperately cele- 
brating that, yes, she's 
finally a woman, this 
foray into frat-boy titil- 
lation left a bittersweet 
taste (at least in our 
mouths). The two 
seemed to cement a 
sort of career-survival 
pact during their spe- 
cial moment — Madge 
appears on Britney's 
single. "Me Against 
the Music." But con- 
sidering their S&M- 
tinged turn in the 
song's video, only time 
will tell who's truly 
dominant in this 
relationship. C.G. 
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TV SHOW OF THE YEAR 

Punk'd 

We've just been punk'd. Ashton Kutcher, once known merely as the hunky airhead from Thaf '70s Show, is now a certifiable celebrity. With his smash MTV 
show, Kutcher revived the Candid Camera tradition of pranking people on tape — except that he pranked his friends, who just happen to be A-list celebrities. 
This is a show on which Justin Timberlake (above right, with Kutcher) actually cried when he thought his entire estate had been repo'd. Voyeurism, with the 
added bonus of humiliation? Victory is ours — that is, those of us who love to hate the lifestyles of the rich and famous. Punk'd also primed Kutcher, 25, for 
his very public May-December romance with 41 -year-old former Brat Packer Demi Moore, which apparently was nor part of the show. PHOEBE REILLY 



90 SPIN 



Cop 



TYIM 




CREDIBILITY MOVE OF THE YEAR 

Justin Timberlake 

Ever since Micky Dolenz went up to the Monterey Pop Festival 
and got his Monkee ass clowned, boy-band dudes who've 
attempted to shed their Tiger Beat stripes and earn man-band 
props have done so at great peril. Which explains the twinkle 
that never left Justin Timberlake's eye this year — after crab- 
apple rock critics and card-carrying African-Americans lined up 
to praise his R&B solo album, Justified. He supplemented his 
arena tour with a string of late-night after-shows, funking up his 
white-sugar image and going home every night with one of 
Charlie's Angels on his arm. Where were the Neptunes when 
David Cassidy needed them? A.P. 




i < 

ss 

X Cu 
to r*4 

is 

x < 

UJ < 

H 

OJ < 

OS -- 

55 



> < 



» 

So 

< UJ 

2 z 



u z 
2Q 



a. 7 

2o 

iS 
22 



11 
o z 



SURGICAL FOOTAGE 
OF THE YEAR 

Jack White's broken finger 
An auto accident sidelined the 
White Stripes frontman in July 
when an inflating airbag shat- 
tered his left index finger, forc- 
ing the cancellation of most of 
the duo's summer tour dates. 
Ever the showman, White 
turned his ordeal into a bizarre 
hybrid of the Learning Channel 
and MTV, broadcasting 
footage of the ensuing opera- 
tion on the band's website. 
Non-squeamish fans could 
witness doctors slicing open 
White's finger and inserting 
three screws — all to an operat- 
ing-room soundtrack that 
included "Seven Nation Army." 
"Made it through a year of 
rock'n'roll death," White later 
posted, "got off with just 
a warning." C.G. 




PET ROCK OF THE YEAR 

Friendster 

A few years (or perhaps just a few minutes) from now, the thought 
of a website dedicated to the sole purpose of connecting friends 
of friends of friends will seem utterly obvious, if not totally ridicu- 
lous. But before it's overrun with links to online shopping and pop- 
up ads for 100% free dvds, Friendster still represents the ideal 
vision of what the Internet is supposed to be: an open forum that 
doesn't tell you what to do with it. If we ruined the experience by 
inflating our accounts with acquaintances we barely knew and 
inundating the site with ironic testimonials and fake profiles, we 
have only ourselves to blame. Because, in the end, Friendster was 
just here to help. D.l. 




SI 



FLOPS OF THE YEAR 

Sales-wise, this was another fairly 
disastrous year for the music industry, 
but some acts suffered especially sad 
fates. Here's a roundup of the year's 
biggest duds. C.A. and C.G. 

Smash Mouth 

First two albums, Fush Yu Mang and 
Astro Lounge, sold a combined 5.7 million 
2003's Gef the Picture?: 33,143* 

Fischerspooner 

Hyped New York electroclash perform- 
ance artists signed to the U.K.'s Ministry 
of Sound for a reported $2 million, before 
releasing their debut on Capitol in the U.S. 
2003's #?: 35,901 

Everclear 

2000's Songs From an American Movie, 
Vol. One and Vol. Two sold a combined 
1 .3 million 

2003's Slow Motion Daydream: 96,354 




Robbie Williams 

U.K. pop sensation signed a $125 million 
worldwide deal with EMI in 2002 
2003's Escapology: 108,893 

Sugar Ray 

Second and third albums, Floored and 
74:59, sold a combined 4.3 million 
2003's In the Pursuit of Leisure: 1 18,974 

Live 

1 994 's Throwing Copper sold 5.7 million 
2003's 8/rds of Pray. 188,384 

Third Eye Blind 

1997's self-titled debut sold 3.5 million 
2003's Out of the Vein: 192,561 

'All figures are domestic sales at press time, 
reported by Nielsen SoundScan. ■ 



FOR MORE ON THE YEAR IN MUSIC, VISIT SPIN.COM 
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Copyrighted material 



In the battle over 
downloading and 
free speech on 
the Internet, the 
Bush adminis- 
tration and the 
music industry 
have a common 
enemy: you 

By Greg Milner 
Illustration by 
Jeffrey Decoster 



Controversy of 
the Year 



The 
War 
On 



Downloading 
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THIS IS THE YEAR THINGS GOT PERSONAL. 

The Recording Industry Association of 
America made good on its threat to sue 
individual file traders, not just the soft- 
ware companies that aid and abet them. 
At first, the RIAA targeted college stu- 
dents like Jesse Jordan of Troy, New 
York, who was fined 812,000 for provid- 
ing a campus network search engine on 
his website. By the end of the year, the 
RIAA had filed hundreds of suits. But 
while the media rushed to find defen- 
dants like 12-year-old Manhattan hon- 
ors student Brianna LaHara, few took 
note of Sherman Austin. 

Like the downloaders, Austin was 
sanctioned simply for sharing informa- 
tion. But in early 2002, the government 
decided that Austin, who had just 
turned 18, was a terrorist. His website 
Raisethefist.com— a clearinghouse of 
information on activism, from anti- 
globalization protests to police brutal- 
ity—provided free server space for 
other political websites. One of those 
sites contained something called the 
Reclaim Guide, which provided infor- 
mation on the making of explosives 
such as pipe bombs and Molotov cock- 
tails. One afternoon in January 2002, 
heavily armed FBI and Secret Service 
agents raided Austin's Sherman Oaks, 
California, home, trashing it and leav- 
ing with computers, books, political lit- 
erature, and protest signs. 

Austin was arrested just over a week 
later at a protest in New York City. He 
was held without bail for 13 days in var- 
ious federal maximum-security facili- 
ties and in the summer of 2003 pleaded 
guilty to using the Internet to distribute 
information for use in committing a ter- 
rorist act. In August, Austin was sen- 
tenced to one year in jail (and three 
years' probation, during which he can't 
use a computer or a cell phone with- 
out the permission of his probation 
officer); the presiding judge made it 
clear that he was prepared to lock 
Austin up until he was 40. 

What does Sherman Austin have in 
common with Brianna LaHara? They 
both provided access to information 
deemed proprietary by corporations (in 
LaHara 's case) or dangerous to the state 
(in Austin's). Their cases underscore 
that this is the year it became clear that 
the privacy rights of average Americans 
were steadily eroding. Whatever you 
think about radical politics or file trad- 




On lockdown for dis- 
tributing information: 
Sherman Austin with 
Zack de la Rocha. 
August 29. 2003 

ing, the same technology that lets us 
share music with millions or mobilize 
those millions to protest also has freed 
data-mining corporations and the FBI 
to monitor our daily lives. 

Austin was prosecuted under an 
obscure 1997 antiterrorist law, given 
new life by the USA Patriot Act— legisla- 
tion rammed through Congress after 
9/11 that has made it easier for the 
government to spy on its own citizens, 
authorizing increased wiretapping 
powers and secret searches. Without 
the Patriot Act, it's unlikely that author- 
ities would have invaded the home 
of an 18-year-old African-American 
anarchist because of content on his 
website (especially when the person 
behind the site Austin hosted, a white 
kid from wealthy Orange County, was 
never charged). If you really want to 
learn how to build a pipe bomb, several 
white-supremacist sites are a Web 
search away. 

The changing nature of online 
anonymity made it easier for the music 
industry to amp up its war on file shar- 
ers. In 1998, Congress passed the Digital 
Millennium Copyright Act, requiring 
Internet service providers to reveal the 
identity of anyone storing copyrighted 
material on company systems. In 2002, 
the RIAA sued telecommunications 
giant Verizon, demanding that the com- 
pany reveal the identities of DSL cus- 
tomers. "When material isn't on our 
network, we're just the conduit that 
people use to communicate," says 
Sarah Deutsch, a lawyer for Verizon. 
"Whatever is going on on your hard 
drive, Verizon doesn't know about it. 
We're not allowed to peer into your 
computer. But with the advent of peer- 
to-peer file sharing, the recording 
industry has become increasingly 
unhappy with the DMCA and has been 



looking for litigation strategies to undo 
it." A judge found in the RIAA's favor, 
granting the industry group access to 
thousands of names. The RIAA now 
can obtain this information simply by 
claiming that you possess illicit mate- 
rial. Perhaps the most absurd target in 
this year's round of lawsuits was a 
retired Massachusetts teacher who was 
served papers for using Kazaa to down- 
load Trick Daddy's "I'm a Thug," even 
though her Mac can't use the program. 
Still, she had to retain a lawyer to clear 
her name. ("We decided to give her the 
benefit of the doubt," an industry 
spokeswoman said afterward.) 

But the RIAA wants to go even fur- 
ther, and it's being supported by more 
than a few friends in Congress. This 
year was marked by a number of radi- 
cal proposals, one by California con- 
gressman Howard Berman that would 
make file sharing a felony. (There's 
already a burgeoning industry for 
"copyright bounty hunters.") As goes 
the RIAA, so goes the world. Universi- 
ties are caught between obeying pri- 
vacy laws and yielding to pressure to 
reveal the names of alleged copyright 
lawbreakers. Librarians can be forced 
to turn over to the FBI a list of books 
borrowed by any patron. 

In August, two weeks before Sher- 
man Austin began his sentence, Attor- 
ney General John Ashcroft embarked 
on a cross-country tour to rally support 
for the Patriot Act. Ashcroft was met 
by protesters who covered the political 
spectrum, from Green Party activists 
to NRA loyalists. On August 29, 
ex-Rage Against the Machine singer 
Zack de la Rocha hosted a benefit con- 
cert for Austin in San Diego. Austin 
addressed the crowd, sounding both 
shaky and resilient: "The threat to 
national security is us taking control of 
our own lives," he said. Austin began 
serving his sentence at the Central 
Detention Center in San Bernardino 
five days later, two days before 
Ashcroft's tour hit Florida. "We have 
constructed America's defense upon 
a foundation of prevention," Ashcroft 
told an audience at a Tampa Bay hotel, 
"nurtured by cooperation, built on 
coordination, and rooted in the con- 
stitutional liberties of this free nation." 

A few days later, Austin was moved 
to solitary confinement to protect him 
from white supremacists. ■ 



Going 
Down Slow 

A tumultuous 
year in the 
music industry 



January-June 
2003: Total CD 
shipments drop by 
1 5 percent (or 
S700 million)— 
twice the total 
decline during 
2002 

May: Apple's 
iTunes Music 
Store finally gives 
Mac users access 
to the legal down- 
loading market. 
During its first 
week, the service 
sells a million 
songs. 

June: The much- 
vilified Hilary 
Rosen steps down 
as RIAA's chair- 
man and CEO. 

August: Reports 
circulate that 
downloading has 
decreased by 
nearly a third in 
response to the 
RIAA's antipiracy 
crusade. 

September: The 

Universal Music 
Group slashes its 
CD prices by 
about 30 percent 
in an effort to 
boost sagging 
sales. Indepen- 
dent record stores 
complain that the 
move could drive 
them out of 
business. 

October: After 
being sued into 
oblivion, Napster 
reemerges as a 
legal file-sharing 
service with a 
library of a half- 
million songs. 

November: Audio 
Lunchbox, an 
indie-only take on 
iTunes. debuts 
and allows cus- 
tomers to burn or 
share songs as 
often as they 
please, g m 
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This holiday season, give great gifts that are truly original... series. Emmy " Award-winning, critically acclaimed 
original series from HBO Video. From Sex and The City s and The Sopranos'" to Six Feet Under' 
to Oz"" and Band of Brothers, Tom Hanks and Steven Spielberg's award-winning WWII miniseries. 
The most original gilts this season are now available wherever DVDs are sold. 



VIDEO 



*" 2001 1 kmc IV >x Office, I ik I IBCV, Oz ", Sox and the City « Six Feet Under' and The Soprano*' .ire ncrvke mark* oi I lome Box Office. Inc. All n»hi» reserved. 



Reviews 



all the music you need to hear this month 



Inside: 



Pink, blink- 182, Nelly 
Furtado, Air, Saves the 
Day, and more... 




Booty call— for help? 

Missy Elliott gets her freak on with tears in her eyes By Aiex Pappademas 




Missy Elliott 

This Is Not a Test 

Goldmine! Elektia 

At the risk of shouting 
"Lauryn Hill" In a crowded 
theater: Is Missy Elliott 
okay? We ask because It's 

hard to tell. Hip-hop radio 

sets its watch by her. but she doesn't 
volunteer too much data about where 
she's at. In a lot of ways, she seems 
fine — her fifth album. This Is Not a Test, is 
playfully sleazy, creatively reckless, and 
ridiculously, abstrusely, hyper-generously 
funky. While it lacks an instantaneous 



single that will rearrange the furniture in 
your brain like "Work It" or redraw the 
whole map like "Get Ur Freak On," it's 
both consistently catchy and consis- 
tently weird in all the right ways. It's 
informed by dancehall and house, but 
beholden to no genre except the one 
that Elliott and producing partner 
Tlmbaland own and operate. Radio 
programmers will slice it up and pass it 
around like birthday cake. 

Still, we wonder what's up, because 
while Test is almost entirely about party- 
ing, it doesn't always feet like a party. 
The best Elliott /Timbaland tracks employ 



sonic rigor to squeeze out the funk, but 
this one's crunk so tight it will make your 
teeth grind. Even in the record's goofi- 
est patches, there's a grim set to Elliott's 
jaw, and when she opens up, she seems 
realty vulnerable. Every coconut-crazy 
beat — and there are plenty of 'em, 
because Timbaland's on fire here — 
frames a moment as discrete and bold 
as a comic-book panel, but Elliott can't 
lose herself in any of them. As she works 
it. she seems to be wondering if it's 
worth it. 

The record opens on a down note: 
somber piano, tentative mid-tempo 
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Turn on the Bright Lights 

Featuring the singles "PDA", "Obstacle 1" and "NYC" 
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Reviews 

beat. Mary J. Blige wringing the 
blues out of stray lines from the 
Sugar Hill Gang's "Rapper's 
Delight." shout-outs to Tupac. 
Biggie, Big Pun, and "anyone 
who lost their life on 9/1 1." Then 
lead single "Pass That Dutch- 
drops us right in the pressure 
cooker. Timbaland weaves a 
rhythm track out of hand claps, 
chain-gang moans, and horny 
funk-singer yelps, a trick he'll 
return to repeatedly before the 
record's over. The bass blares 
like a foghorn, and Elliott pleads, 
"My voice is lost / Can I get a 
ride on a white horse?" 

Guests drop In. but Elliott 
speak-sings and sing-raps cir- 
cles around most of them, hold- 
ing her own against Elephant 
Man's rich yowl and Jay-Z's 
Richie Rich smirk. 

"Is This Our Last Time," a duet 
with rapper Fabolous, boasts a 
bass line so lumpy, you'll swear 
she and coproducers Souldiggaz 
broke the Gap Band out of 
deep freeze. But the song's 
undeniable bump is a false cue: 
Elliott is singing about a relation- 
ship in which "the sex don't feel 
the same" and neither partici- 
pant knows where the mojo 
went. Hip-hop and R&B have 
produced scads of songs about 
rocky relationships, but the sense 
of simple disappointment here 
feels entirely new. "Toyz" is even 



bittersweeter — on the surface, 
it's an ode to vibrators, but there's 
a sad pragmatism to Elliott's 
endorsement of battery-operated 
fulfillment. "1 keep my Butterfly 
close when you don't wanna be 
bothered," she sings, before sigh- 
ing: "I used to wish that you would 
love me.. ..(Now) I don't need no 
help In pleasin' me." 

We've heard this from Elliott 
before, of course — on her break- 
out single, 1997's "The Rain 
(Supa Dupa Fly)," precipitation 
beads on her windshield like 
tears on a pillow while she raps 
about breaking up with a lover 
who's about to dump her. But 
she released that song when 
she was 26, fresh out of an R&B 
girl group that went nowhere. 
Now she's at the peak of her 
powers, and there's no question 
about who's got the keys to the 
Jeep — she does. But Tesfs most 
emotional moments stem from 
desires unsatisfied, from the 
knowledge that you can't 
always get what you want. In 
the parts of the record that 
won't get played at parties, you 
can hear Elliott searching for a 
way to talk about these things. 
She's a musical innovator strug- 
gling to break personal ground, 
a woman of many voices dig- 
ging deep to find one she's 
never used before. 
Grade: A- 



A String of Misdemeanors 

How Missy learned to work it a p. 




Supa Dupa Fly 
(Goldmind/Elektra. 
1997) 

Teasing, sensual. 
Southern futurist 
stoner rap with 
hooks to spare, along with 
Aaliyah's One In a Million, it 
turned urban radio into an exten- 
sion of Elliott and Timbaland's 
backyard. 

Da Real World 
(Goldmind/Elektra 
1999) 

"Hot Boyz' and the 
Eminem collabora- 
tion "Busa Rhyme" 
blew up. but Elliott's second 
album felt tentative compared to 
her debut. Her weakest record, 
which isn't saying a hell of a lot. 





Miss ESo Addictive 
(Goldmlnd/Bektia. 
2001) 

With a newfound 
dance-music edge 
and a chakia- 
tickling single beamed in live 
from Mais ("Get Ur Freak On"), 
Elliott kicks off the hottest streak in 
21st-century pop. scolding one- 
minute men and scalding anyone 
who'd come to doubt her hotness. 

Under Construction 
M ^ (Gkjldmind/Elektia. 
2002) 

On her most self- 
consciously retro 
record. Elliott gets 
misty over the days of "Bntish 
Knights and gold chains." but 
ingenious production (like the 
backward-masked hook on the 
smash single 'Work It") tempers 
her nostalgia with a little shock of 
the new 




The Offspring 

Splinter 

Columbia 

blink-182 

blink-182 

Gelfen 




Pogoing all the way 
to the rest home 

California knows how to party. 
While straight-arrow East Coast 
punks were learning to suppress 
their gag reflexes while masticat- 
ing Boca Burgers, their Golden 
State counterparts were doing 
beer bongs with hookers and 
pooping in audience members' 
handbags. And ever since, it's 
been fun. fun, fun till Arnie took 
the state house away. 

Splinter is the Offspring's sev- 
enth album in 14 years and their 
fourth for a major label. Before the 
record was finished, the Orange 
County natives twitted Axl Rose by 
announcing that they might 
name it Chinese Democracy 
"Neocon," Splinter's opening 
track, invokes a fascist rally with 
lyrics that clumsily skewer the Bush 
White House. But fear not — the 
Offspring would never let politics 
get in the way of a good anal- 
rape gag (on the album-closing 
"When You're in Prison"). In the 29 
minutes that separate these 
achievements, they prove they're 
still pretty fly for old guys (hardcore 
chargers "The Noose" and "Da 
Hui") and that the low-rider beat 
and "whoa-ohs" that made 1994's 
"Come Out and Play" a smash will 
never die ("Hit That"). Still, for a 
dude seasoned enough to 
remember '80s post-hardcore 
also-rans Slovenly, singer Dexter 
Holland really should have figured 
out by now that girls don't neces- 
sarily leave guys because they're 
"dumb doughnut(s)." "I'm not the 
one who acted like a ho / Why 
must I be the one who has to 
go?" he whines over a Sugar 
Ray-diant beat. Maybe it's 
because he refuses — albeit some- 
times gloriously— to grow up? 

Blink-1 82's Tom DeLonge and 
Mark Hoppus. on the other hand. 



have spent the past nine years 
impersonating walking hard-ons. 
which has tended to overshadow 
their often excellent pop punk. 
When they twitted Axl Rose by 
announcing this album might be 
called Use Your Erection I & II, no 
one even flinched. So it's bound 
to confuse a lot of dumb dough- 
nuts that these San Diegans have 
made a dark, emotionally intense 
record, best experienced on 
headphones. Blink haven't aban- 
doned the crowd-pleasing stop- 
start songwriting that made hits 
like "First Date" so much fun, but 
they've added minor chords and 
artfully grim lyrics about abusive 
relationships ("Go") and mortality 
("Not Now"). Also, many of the 
songs are bookended by dubby, 
synthy instrumentals that suggest 
the boys have developed hob- 
bies other than measuring their 
penises. The single, "Feeling This," 
is about sex, but at the end we 
realize DeLonge's been alone 
ever since his night of athletic 
congress. "So lost and disillu- 
sioned," he confesses, and 
he has never seemed so naked. 
ANDREW BEAUJON 
Grades: Offspring, B-; blink, A- 



I 

1 



Pink 

Try This 

Arista 

Forget Luscious 
Jackson: Pink is 
America's first 
proper Beastie Girl. 

The bootyllcious 

Pink Can't Take Me 
sheds R&B Home (2000) was 
roots, gets her Licensed to III. 
punk'd a gleefully race- 
traitorous debut 
that garnered props from fans 
on both sides of the color line. 
And she kept on illin'. trading 
blue-eyed funk for cathartic, 
pigment-neutral pop rock on 
200 l*i Missundaztood (her 
Check Your Head); she success- 
fully stared down label boss L.A. 
Reid to get it released. Why Reid 
tripped is still a mystery. Pink is a 
populist, raised on hip-hop, 
metal, and Top 40 radio, and 
Missundaztood phrased its 
woman-on-the-verge-of-a- 
nervous-throwdown vision in 
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Reviews 



Pink anxiously awaited 
the coming of darkness. 
Only then could the 
fighting ot crime begin 




terms that more than five million 
fans could grasp. 

Which means that this time 
around, Pink's label has given her 
just enough rope to hang herself— 
a fate she handily avoids. Linda 
Perry, whose cowriting defined 
Missundaztood, gets credit on only 
a few tracks (though one, 
"Waiting for Love," is a majestic 
ballad that evokes Heart at their 
most misty-mountainous). Perry 
has been replaced by Rancid's 
Tim Armstrong, who always has 
been an underrated pop hook- 
ster. The pairing yields an album 
that's closer in spirit to Rancid's 
bighearted radio punk than to 
anything Pink has put her name 
on before — all scrappy power 
chords and wounded warmth. 
"Walk Away" plays like a No 
Doubt song with teeth, and "Last 
to Know" cribs its low-riding rhythm 
from Armstrong's more-bounce, 
less-trounce side project, the 
Transplants, as Pink vents gleefully: 
"You could have called me back, 
you stupid fuck." 

But when she's yelling, Pink isn't 
yelling at you — the listener is 
always a coconspirator, never a 
target. Nothing on Try This, middle- 
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finger-waving title or not. is edgy 
enough to imperil Pink's status as 
pop's princess of pain. Although 
her anger occasionally feels 
feigned, the deep sadness it 
masks never does. As guest diva 
Peaches pants on the sweaty "Oh 
My God," "We're all pink inside." 
And pink means tender. 
JON CARAMANICA 
Grade: B 

See also: Transplants. 

Transplants (Hellcat) 



Nelly Furtado 

Folklore 

DreamWorks 

Pop radio is so 
appalling that even 
a modest charmer 
like Nelly Furtado's 
"I'm Like a Bird" 
makes you kneel in 
gratitude. Her 
slurpy. slightly nasal 
tomboy flow sug- 
gested what Missy or G wen's 
often does: that an honest odd- 
ball had found herself in a hit 
song and decided to make it 
interesting. While it won her a 
Grammy, "Bird" was actually one 




Pop prodigy 
explores her 
options 



of the less interesting songs on 
2000 s multiplatinum Whoa, Nelly!, 
a debut that found the 21 -year- 
old skipping through R&B and 
pop playgrounds spangled with 
unusual flavors — samples from 
South African minimalist com- 
posers, samba grooves, etc. It was 
glossy but fresh, and if it weren't 
for that darned St. Louis rapper, 
she'd be the most famous mono- 
monikered global-pop phenom 
since Pele. The question, for a 
singer mixing it up with Timbaland 
and Paul Oakenfold but also get- 
ting props from easy-listening eld- 
ers at VH 1 , was: Where to next? 

Folklore finds yet another pop 
kid struggling to grow up. Furtado 
is still working with producers 
Track & Field (Gerald Eaton and 
Brian West), whose rare-groove- 
schooled arrangements made 
Whoa, Nelly! sparkle. They've got 
resources now— instead of sam- 
pling the Kronos Quartet, they 
can just hire them, along with 
other NPR hipsters like banjo- 
fusionist Bela Fleck. And Folklore's 
nicely realized conceit, involving 
identity and heritage, lets the 
multiculti Canadian Furtado get 
her Portuguese on. "Forca" 
(loosely translated: "Kick ass") 
has a chorus so catchy you 
hardly realize it's not English. 
"Island of Wonder" is an elegant 
duet with Brazilian national treas- 
ure Caetano Veloso. 

But while the vocals and 
arrangements are more ambi- 
tious and arguably better, there's 
less free play, less of the goofiness 
and kewpie-dancehall scatting 
that defined her. You get a little 
on "Fresh off the Boat," an 
export-ready immigrant anthem. 
But the voice on the power bal- 
lad "Try" could be almost any 
Lilith Fair lassie. Furtado's certainly 
self-aware, and she's got the 
defensive, stardom-critiquing 
sophomore songs— "One-Trick 
Pony," "Powerless (Say What 
You Want)* — to prove it. But per- 
haps the lady doth protest too 
much. Fame is what you do with 
it, and fun is the best revenge. 

WILL HERMES 
Grade: B 

See also: Marisa Monte, 
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I Carlinhos Brown and Amaldo 
I Antunes, Thbalistas (Blue Note) 
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Breakdown 

More bands, more albums, more opinions. 
Let's do this 



Plastikman 

Closer 

Novamute 



Non-Prophets 

Hope 

Lex 




First rule of techno: Once an 
innovator, always a "genius." 
Glitch-tech pioneer Richie 
Hawtin can be great when he 
pushes the beat (see 2001 s DE°: 
Closer to the Edit). But as 
Plastikman, his avant-electro minimalism can 
get pretty vacant— to the point where you may 
not be able to tell it's on. O- 



Their name may pun on the futil- 
ity of political rap by white guys, 
but emo MC/Fugazi fan Sage 
Francis and producer Joe Beats 
sound convincingly pissed on 
their first record. It ain't easy to 
rap "I attended candlelight vigils for Matthew 
Shepard / While you put out another fucking 
faggot' record" and still sound hard. A- 




Kinky 

Atlas 

Nettwerk 



Ladytron 

Softcore Jukebox 

Emperor Norton 




A rock en espanol band dedi- 
cated to the idea that mas is 
mas. Kinky play romper-room 
border music, a hodgepodge 
of electro-gauze, fuzz guitars. 
Latin beats, and sweetheart 
tunes Shakira would order her bodyguards to 
kill for. Sure to rule clubs and fashion runways 
from Milan to Monterrey, even if it never gets 
an airing in Mobile. B+ 

This painfully stylish Liverpool 

K*^HB electroclash quartet ccuid 
I have sprung fully formed from a 
coolhunter's forehead, but the 
role of DJ-mix tastemaker is one 
they were born to play. This bril- 
liantly chosen comp dreams of a world where 
III are pop stars, Tweet's "Oops (Oh My)' is 
a punk song, and FannyPack get fresh with 
the Fall. A- 




Various artists 

Buddyhead Presents: 
Gimme Skelter 

Nettweik 



Pinhead 
Gunpowder 

Compulsive 
Disclosure 



Cex 

Maryland Mansions 

Jade Tree 




If you read this magazine, 
there's a good chance the 
bullies at Buddyhead.com 
despise your favorite band. But 
their first compilation features 
raucous, unreleased tracks from 
established acts like the Yeah Yeah Yeahs and 
a song from Weezer's long-lost rock opera; just 
make sure to program out all the lame-os who 
appear "courtesy of Buddyhead." B 

This relentlessly concise side proj- 
ect from Billie Joe of Green Day 
and Aaron Cometbus of pop- 
punk progenitors Crlmpshrlne 
(and fanzine Cometbus) hooks 
you up with nine buzzing jolts of 
sentimental sneering that are both totally satis- 
fying and totally forgettable. At least Billie Joe's 
not wishing he were a "minority" so he can 
identify with the world's pain. B 

^^"^"1 If only 'his Baltimore art-rap 
, ! exhibitionist were as consistently 
HIS I funny as his album titles (2001's 

I Oops. I Did It Again!. 2002 's Tall. 

Dark and Handcuffed.). Here 
it's hard to tell if he's taking the 
piss out of sad-honky hip-hop and Mansonian 
goth (read that album title fast) or just wallow- 
ing in it. B- 




Puddle of Mudd 

Life on Display 

Flawless/Geflfen 



Paul Westerberg 

Come Feel Me 
Tremble 

Vagrant 



Kid Koala 

Some of My Best 
Friends Are DJ's 

NUijaTune 




"Sticks and stones may break 
my bones, but words will never 
hurt me." Wesley Reld Scantlln 
sings on "Bottom. " So okay: On 
their third album, these ham- 
merheads still sound like the 
touring company of Grunge-a-Mania, building 
their grimacing rockers and their grimacing 
acoustic ballads with freeware downloaded 
from the Alice In Chains mainframe. D 

"First the lights, then the collar 
goes up. and the wind begins 
to blow. Turn your back on a 
pay-you-back, last call. First the 
glass, then the leaves that pass, 
then comes the snow. Ain't 
much to rake anyway in the fall." (Cue har- 
monica solo.) B 



Kid Koala always has been 
more band geek than B-boy. 
and on his second album, he 
cross-fades scratch solos and 
oddball sound bites like he's try- 
ing to win a DJ battle and top 
the Down Beat poll at the same time. "Basin 
Street Blues." a zonked-out arrangement of the 
old jazz standard, is a turntablist milestone. A 





Sevendust 

Seasons 

TVT 



Staisailor 

Silence Is Easy 

Capitol 
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One of the most trusted names 
in faux-heroic metal. Sevendust 
bring it like always— grunge- 
Viking, rap/sing/yowl vocal 
dynamics spit-shined with studio 
Turtle Wax. But unless you're try- 
ing to get jacked for a JV wrestling meet, their 
clenched triumphalism will get you only so far. 
Like, to the state finals. C* 

The 'Sailor can often sound a lit- 
tle too elfin even by the stan- 
dards of the early 70s orchestral 
folk rock they love — in their 
songs, moons fall on meadows, 
suns dawn on days of woe. and 
you stop on a mist-shrouded bridge every so 
often for a smoke and a sniffle. But tough love is 
always just a chilling minor chord away. B 




The Flaming Lips 

Ego Tripping at the 
Gates of Hell 

Warner Bros. 



Roosevelt 
Franklin 

Something's Gotta 
Give 

Third Earth 



The Flaming Lips' second fan- 
candy EP since April's Fight Test is 
another head scratcher— three 
new songs with the word sun in 
the title and death on the brain, 
three dance mixes you'll play 
maybe once, and an existential Christmas song. 
As usual. Wayne Coyne's weird sweetness holds 
it all together, sometimes barely. B 




, I Mr. Len (ex-Company Flow) and 

31 BH : 3 Kimanl R °Q ers (ex-Masterminds) 
I play the kind of inside baseball 
I you'd expect from an act 
* JM I named for a B-list Muppet. 

"Dropping Mad Science Yd" 
expertly parodies indie-rap cliches, but nothing 
tops "Kurt Loder," in which the acerbic MTV per- 
sonality mugs Rogers at a Citibank ATM. B+ 
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Spin College Radio is a weekly 
half-hour program produced by 
Spin, featuring new music, rare 
recordings, exclusive interviews, 
and music news. 

If your college radio station would like to 
become an affiliate, please let us know. 
Email spin. college. radio a;spin.com, or write to 
Molly Manning c/o Spin College Radio. 
205 Lexington Ave, 3 floor, New York, NY. 10016. 
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Joe Strummer & the 
Mescaleros 

Streetcore 

Hellcat 

It's a testament to 
the life of Joe 
Strummer that he 
never figured out 

what to do with his 

Punk legend punk-god gravitas. 
ponders The Clash assumed 
death and that rerouting 
glory one's own little 
corner of human 
history was a lifelong responsibil- 
ity. But unlike some of his 
punk/new-wave peers. Strummer 
didn't take it upon himself to 
solve third-world debt or teach 
Chaucer to soccer moms when 
he hit middle age. Throughout 
his meandering solo career — as 
tepid roots-rocker, amicable 
indie actor, and confused 
global-rock busker — he seemed 
plenty busy just figuring out what 
it meant to be Joe Strummer, if it 
still meant anything at all. He 
was busy being born until the 
day he died. 

Streetcore — cobbled together 
from tracks Strummer was work- 
ing on with his band the 
Mescaleros at the time of his 
death in 2002 — suggests he had 
a ways to go. which is part of its 
charm. The album is just as 
messy as the Mescaleros' first 
two stabs at relevance. 1999's 
Rock Art and the X-Ray Style 
and 2001 's Global a Go-Go. No 
one expected him to have a 
crystal ball, but it's unfortunate 
that, with British soldiers off rock- 
ing the casbah, Strummer opens 
Streetcore "crawling through a 
festival way out West.... Thinking 
about love and the acid test." 
Later, on the sweet, ambling 
"Midnight Jam," he imagines 
lolling away the September of 
his years as a late-night DJ, 
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telling tall tales, rocking U-Roy 
and old Clash tunes. 

Yet. If a serendipitously creepy 
acoustic tribute to Johnny Cash 
("Long Shadow") and a version 
of Bob Marley's "Redemption 
Song" sound like Strummer fret- 
ting about his legacy. "Silver 
and Gold," a country cover of 
Bobby Charles' "Before I Grow 
Too Old." strikes the perfect note 
of anguish and wanderlust. 
Likewise, the Clash-like "Arms 
Aloft" finds old Joe summoning 
more spit than he has in years. 
But Streetcore's most moving 
cut may be its weirdest: an elec- 
tronica-tinged rumination called 
"Ramshackle Day Parade," 
which opens on Marilyn Monroe 
and ends up haggling over the 
wages of myth and mythsploita- 
tion Itself, issues weighing heavy 



AIR, Talkie Walkie (Astralwerks) "Don't be light," Air 
advised us on their last record, 2001 's 10,000 Hz 
Legend. Now they're taking their own advice, substitut- 
ing a darkly downbeat feel for that album's thin bom- 
bast—the synths lay low, the laughs subside, the acoustic guitars 
are real-world pastoral, and JB Dunckel and Nicolas Godin sing like 
they mean it. Or as much as they're interested in meaning it— which 
is still pretty detached. But Talkie Walkie's detachment is still, well, 
pretty— virgins might commit suicide to it, but most likely they'll 
just swoon. Grade: B MICHAEL AN GELO MATOS 
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on a Johnny Cash fan who'd just 
hit 50. "Every dog must have its 
day," he sings with resignation 
and pride — as If his was still yet 
to come, jon dolan 
Grade. B 

Saves the Day 

In Reverie 

Vagiant/Dream Works 

Chris Conley will be 
the pain. "All you 
want from me is a 
— * broken heart and a 

mouth full of 

Emo dudes blood," the Saves 
hurt so the Day frontguy 
good sang on 200 l's Stay 
What You Are. 
What's a little hemoglobin 
between fraught friends? For 
someone with such a sweet 
voice, Conley is a master at psy- 
chological warfare. In his songs, 
characters sit stunned and 
unnerved at how accurately 
he's nailed them. Behind that 
boyish grin and gawky posture 
lies a savage mind. 

After Stay What You Are's "At 
Your Funeral" became a 
crossover hit. Saves the Day 
landed a deal with DreamWorks. 



And on In Reverie, the New 
Jersey emo vets' major-label 
debut. Conley and company 
trade awkward silences for a lit- 
tle awkward overcompensation. 
Reverie's opener. "Anywhere 
With You." saddles its buoyant 
chorus with grinding, over- 
processed guitar. And else- 
where, the songs are more 
densely arranged and obscured 
with synthesizer, masking the lyri- 
cal spark— "Life leaks from your 
fingertips onto sparkling pave- 
ment" — that sets Conley apart 
from his pining peers. 

On the more stripped-down 
songs, though, Conley's keen 
intuition pokes through. 'Where 
Are You" and "Wednesday the 
Third" — one pulsing, the other 
melancholic — are small gems. 
On the title track, over a splash 
of minimal melodic rock, he 
laments the "smell of burning 
photographs. " But what really 
distinguishes Conley is his afore- 
mentioned taste for blood, 
which pops up with alarming fre- 
quency. This isn't cheap gore, 
but what you cough up after 
crying too hard. On "Rise," a 
wall of overdubbed Conleys 
sings: All my veins are tangled 
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up / Tied In knots/ My heart 
bleeds slowly / Now it's empty- 
ing into the streets." He'll even 
cut himself — if it means cutting 

you. tOO. JON C ARAM ANICA 

Grade: B- 

ISee also: Braid, Frame & 
Canvas (Polyvinyl) 



Erase Errata 

At Crystal Palace 

Tioubleman Unlimited 

As no-wave patron 
saint Lydia Lunch 
said of her hella- 
cious late-'70s out- 
fit Teenage Jesus 
and the Jerks: "I 
just wanted to 
destroy rock'n'roll, 
but who doesn't?" 
Too bad. Lyd; no 
wave was destined to become 
another cranky rock subgenre — 
which doesn't mean it still can't 
sound totally badass. Ever since 
Link Wray poked a few holes in 
his amp's speaker cone and dis- 
covered distortion, noise has 
been a route to liberation, espe- 
cially in the hands of bands who 
know how to whip it into shape, 
go forward, and move ahead. 

San Francisco's Erase Errata 
took to no wave like it was their 
birthright. While a recent remix 
EP, Dancing Machine, meshed 
their clamor with way-out 



West Coast 
noiseniks 
rub out the 
rules 



machine funk. At Crystal Palace 
returns to the chaotic territory 
the band charted on their 2001 
debut. Other Animals. Though 
the quartet steers clear of goof- 
off noodling. they clearly prize 
improvisation and spontaneity: 
the songs always sound like they 
were written this morning, refined 
over lunch, and recorded in time 
for happy hour. Palace rockets 
by, featuring 13 blurts about the 
hassles of commuting ("Driving 
Test"), pretending you're a bird 
of prey ("Owls"), and other fan- 
tasies of everyday power, all 
narrated in a braclngly ordinary, 
l'd-rather-be-blogging tone 
by singer/grrrl-geek superstar 
Jenny Hoyston. 

Drummer Bianca Sparta never 
met a rhythm she didn't get 
bored with and pull apart like 
a broken toy, but bassist Ellie 
Erickson is all pulse and glue. 
Guitarist Sara Jaffe's riffs flicker 
and spark, lead and rhythm 
melting Into the same urge. In 
Erase Errata's hands, no wave 
isn't a cul-de-sac but a door- 
way. Hoyston says it best on 
"The White Horse Is Bucking...": 
"And picture yourself among 
the beautiful / And picture 
yourself alive, alive, alive, 
alive...." JOE GROSS 
Grade: A- 

ISee also: Various artists, Fields 
and Streams (Kill Rock Stars) 

Exotic-eyewear 
experts: Erase Errata 
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CD AND DVD SET 

A collection of smash hits, includes 
SEX TYPE THING, PLUSH, 
INTERSTATE LOVE SONG, 
VASOLINE and the new single 

ALL IN THE SUIT THAT YOU WEAR 



Plus a DVD featuring 3 hours of rare 

live footage, music videos and more! 
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GLOBAL SPECIAL OLYMPICS MOVEMENT. 
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GET THE FEELING. TOYOTA. 

•9 toyota.com 



NOMAD" MuVo NX, hours of your 
favorite music on one tiny, ultra-light 
MP3 player with Voice Recorder. 
Now available at Best Buy, 
www.Amazon.com, Frys, CompUSA 
and www.Buy.com. For more informa- 
tion, visit www.Creativelabs.com. 



Looking for an original gift? 
How about an original series? 
This holiday season give the most 
innovative entertainment on DVD. 
Choose from groundbreaking 
original series like The Sopranos" 
and award-winning mini-series 
events like Band of Brothers. 
It's not TV. It's HBO*. 

HBO'. tt's not TV. Us HBO' and The Saptftnos 
are servtce marts of Home Box Office, tnc 



Nissan Xterra: A million uses and 
counting. For more information, 
call 800-647-7263 or click on 
www.NissanUSA.com. 



It's time to take sides. And we're 
siding with music. We're beaming 
down 60 streams of 1 00% commer- 
cial-free music. Hear everything from 
hip-hop and rock to classical and 
reggae. Or explore 40 streams of 
sports, news and entertainment. To 
take a side, visit www.Sirius.com. 
SIRIUSjt's ON 



The Toyota Tacoma 4x4, with an 
available 190 HP and a rock hard 
frame, you'll be tough enough to take 
on anything that comes your way. 
For more information, call 800-Go- 
Toyota or visit www.Toyota.com. 
Get the feeling. Toyota. 
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Manic in 
Detroit 

Motor City legend Mick Collins works harder 

than yOU By Chris Handyside 



Mick Collins (center) 
and the Dirtbombs 




It's shaping up to be a pretty busy year for Dirtbombs frontman Mick 
Collins. The Detroit garage-rock godfather has just released two albums 
that neatly encapsulate his long career as a purveyor of high-quality 
punk, fuzz rock, and blues-based wailing. One. Dangerous Magical 
Noise (In the Red), confirms tnat he's still one of underground rock's true 
iconoclasts. The other. / Got a Baaad Feelin ' About This: The Complete 
Recordings (In the Red), further cements his status as a spiritual forefather 
to nu garagists from the White Stripes on down. 

With Noise. Collins makes good on his oft-repeated promise to keep 
the Dirtbombs unpredictable. Ultraglide in Black, the band's 2001 collec- 
tion of garaged-up soul and R&B covers, was absolutely choice, but you 
had to wonder what the band would be capable of without Curtis 
Mayfield and Smokey Robinson providing the tunes. Plenty, as it turns 
out; Collins & Co. are equal-opportunity musical omnivores steeped in 
the sound of Detroit's FM-radio glory years, and Noise busts out like 
power pop on 'roids. The album sounds bigger and boasts overt pop 
hooks but never loses its "Hey. look what we made in the basement!" 
charm, "Motor City Baby" is pure glitter rock, with Collins finding his Marc 
Bolan mojo. The disc's meaty midsection — "Sun Is Shining," which evokes 
a lost Fishbone A-side circa The Reality of My Surroundings, and the one- 
two punch of "Earthquake Heart" and "Thunder in the Sky" may be 
Collins' strongest songwriting swath yet. Then there's the silly but feral 
blast of "Stuck in Thee Garage," an obvious "up yours" to the intellectual 
insularity of the so-called rock revival. 

Collins' track record entitles him to take such potshots, as Baaad 
Feelin' — a compilation of his work with the mid-'90s punk-blues outfit 
Blacktop — more than demonstrates. Essentially a group convened to 
replace Collins' legendary punk trio the Gories. Blacktop was a hothouse 
that couldn't hold the personalities involved. As Collins recalls in his liner 
notes, the band members spent most of their time trying to avoid killing 
one another, or themselves. But the music they made before imploding 
sounds wonderfully desperate, a Molotov cocktail of feedback, reverb, 
and bad vibes. Highlights include the epic Hastings Street boogie of 
"Mojo Kitty" and a psychotic cover of obscure R&B shouter Bunker Hill's 
"Hide and Go Seek Ft. I." Suffice it to say that after hearing the damage 
these sludge-crossed rockers inflicted on tape, it's no surprise that the last 
song they wrote and recorded was called "Self-Destruct Sequence." 
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If You Purchased Prerecorded Music Compact Discs 

from June 1 99 1 to September 29, 2003 — Please read this legal notice 

Ibis notice is to inform you of the proposed Settlement of an action entitled Otttnge, etaL k EMI Music 
Distribution, el at., brought hy class action counsel on behalf rvlcumumers of prerecorded music compart 
discs in 22 stales and the Itetnci of Columbia. The lawsuit, which b n 1 1 rt-ntty pending in the Qrruit Coun for 
Cocke County Tennessee st Newport, relates to the retail pricing of new prerecorded music compact discs. 

■ Who Is Involved? ~ ~~~ ~ " 

'm ant a member of the Sefllemert Oast and your r^jfe* ara afflecled t you are a person who ourtftwed new p/trwordM muwt csmpad dscs 
aWhi^tf ■wMfJrtda.'l ffflll oBnr than a purchase tor resale or a purchase mreur/Ttw Cxfigrtaa Hauae Company. Be tAar, ire lorrty 
predeoWDTS) Or any other CO ckto owned cr operated by any d the MwidanB, dumj the ptroO from Jura 1. 1991 So Stptamber 79, JOTBphe 
"OksCWwcH, n fUatwm*. Anwu, CaHoriM, Rorda, Hmhk. Iowa Hanoi, Mat*. Wtsuduaris, MkKgwi. MBWWfc Wmttllppi. Waada. 
tW 1*^ New »0rX North Can^ Nor» OoIujLv Sou» DsteU r«ncl»e. Verrrient West SM^, WdUT^ w tnenHtrtd ol CMftttu 
ew:«t< the cs» perioa for tonftjmers «vho made the* purdKnes m the Sua of New Ytxt •.tot bey* un teeiitjf- 23, -9W eiiend to 
Sepletttor 29. mi 

■ Who Are the Defendants? 

EM Mute OaftutMft. Sots Musk Emwtarme/t Ire Wftrne/EleKra-Wantic Cora. Un«rsa Muse 4 voeo Dstr Outwit Corp. {lormertr lw 

Kl :-ri-t>r.-i- Corpor.itunli arij Hertrtanatr Ml&c Gfnc, it 

■ What fs the Litigation About? 

nMMl ataojt mat Bat MenoanU coropred to -teoaly race the wtiotesafe prices of new prerecorded music compact dots r noubon or state 
1ms U Deferilartti (Wry $ clams cf ywongctarKj jtaetled by the Plea**! 

■ What Are the Terms of the Set tlemeni and the Cash Rebate? 

II it* Settlement a approved by She Court arU Wcorrw efledne, it* Oelitniia-ts ha* to fund Cash fteoass CrrtAcatK rcertilicatesl to 
each mer-*er of the Sememe* Class r'Sefllemert Can Mnrf-O «*"™J «ad> Settlement Oau Mentor to a cash rebate, payable upon the 
purduae of a compad dex, crowded mat a Settlement Cass Mender subrties a .a»d Dam krm |a*atabe at c.y-pactiasccassailwicorn or 
by caling l-aC 0 . a ia65S9j by June L. 2034, as f oHows (a) a Setoemert Class Member ivho suWtws a latd dart Form to Die dams MnmsnaKr 
to tradassn^weh preyed rx>W 

iNH StflN<nt't^iw».if,-r*f toaBctenLa ..v.- .-> ,;■ y .ft: aw Hn |Rfle)»l urtficais :.-r>'.lr^ doaHMtairilk ■ hi 
prewus CD Durdases, or. m the aitefnaow, (b) a Settlement Qass Member wt» pur;tiased mulhple rompact dOcs dunnQ the Oass Onsd tfrt 

'.y .Tti!-:|-:i j H- '■<,•((, ..JLett 31 X U >i « - IS^' CO!. lC-r -• » " • .v. r nirchjJB tf ■ BMilM HlH B 

prowded mat the Satatnwnt Oast Mentor sufcmm, abng wflh a .aM Claim lotm, p-ooi o) Ptirchase (defned as an crgref reta+efs a ueot 
an) recect tW i«ntjr»s the prodwa purchased a a CD arm rnttectt a dalec/ puThase dxmg ff« Oast Period cr Itw ohura' uPC cji. (rum :t* 
onqaul uaiiMLE dvc padQpjng) lor aactt prior purctase 'or wrfich n Caiiacate is scucrtl. P*r pwjdWI Hlfflrtl iiltiltflfUBifl^pfflrtlWWf^ 
arcl (b) are not oirmiabw •* one another more than hw Certifkali^ can nnt, be obtunrd through the proc*dir*s set forth m provtiion MM «l 
no event ™* rrwe CtHn twe Certtatts be otrtared n Cecal. I>e CertrTcates be fwety tr»nti«rable to any Harfu&m. prowJed that the 
iemerrwit Dj^ Wentof *i* submttrt a tirWy and «aW dam Fortft Cash rebate ^1 be ptovoed err, tor dutOTkw at retai, n»0e ty 
^tta-tf.t i ja H VV=rrt>Pr; t ,a.ri T.instpr«-; ^ V«lett»nt Oris Mwttors. w*hm n. (6) mcrtha after the date of «uan* of tW Cerlihakt 
The retaeeri; c> neW catd rttofX ffeM 

decs ceded, trust be returned, along with a oompfeted onomal Certitcatp, to a destgmfrrl Ccabcn, detenmd by the CUens Aonma-jtor, by 
irsS am mat. wtth postal ce-o*d art) postmarted no wet tnan tire (9) months ah>t aate cr" issarw irxtarerl on the CerttKat? (Wy one 
CerMcate ma) Ee teoteen^: t. :f a reaateiy the T"*iv ■ ■ ■j.. .i',ri; t^od>rt. 

■ What Are My Legal Rights? 

• Ht*, ' to Participate i/t (rv Settlement 

P you are a mentor of b> Sethemert Qaa, you ao not to lal* to reitwi a menta, but torecerre Certhcafaa you it»j3 tie a Oaim 
hxm as (tecussed befcw H the Cowl apprc*** W caowed Semommt arc* ttw smieTiprt biKatia eftcitwe, rou wJ recew tfte Ue-*(ik J 
prooosedSeniHTe^rtM^btbou^ lortntctm- 
(WalaM in ^actew^ be reaoe^ and relea^ 

• How to File a Claim 

V you wtth to He a dam you must reouest and enrnpae a dam form By caltrn the toil tree number below or *rttmg me Oams Atoimstraitx at 
the addreas shown below. Or. you may rtguest a dam form ontne jw Momt Yow request must be pognarned re ner than June 1. 20M 

• How to \oi Participate in the Settlement 

ri)iiii hi in H ml li hi In i III ii "iilllMKH ftM. |<Mf*S| fWlaNjfjW M^f^ faMa^ alette or posturd to the Oerl ol the Court. 

Crcut Ccurl tor Cod* Gwty, lemessee, 111 Courl ^N«Wlirr»B)pWl tu mm may w rumt, jddrcu. ,«a -.ae^Tt 
turtot and a flabtnOT Ifiai iwt '^rsh la bee»:luded, and rtw" reQL« must be tecewd to later than January IS. 200A 

• How to Object to the Settlement 

The Court Ml how a hearing to Deierrrme t ere proposed 5emernert s tar, reasonable ana adeajate on January 21, AX* a) 9fl0am r the Orcut 
Court tor Cod« County, Tennessee at Newport. II you reman a member of the Setthrrent Qass, you or your counsel M*e the noht to appear 
before the Court aM otatct to me SettMnent To do so, however, you must hie with the Court a Notice ot Irtenbon to Appear and Oteed as xl 
ined in the >*»ce of Prooosed Qass Settlement and Cash Rebate Sefflemert ne-mnj, sru serw a copy on P|i^m#ts■ QassCounseL abactions 

January 15. XKA 

ti on the proposed Settlement, your ntfus ami a copy nf trie Notice of Proposed Class 
Settlement and Settlement Hearing and/or Claim t-orm: Vlttt: www, cum pattdlscdassact ion.com 
Call 1 800 8106.VW or HWlie ( "I ) Settlement Claims Administratot. PO Box 1270 Liberty. MO W06a 
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A job in the Peace Corps means challenging yourself in a new 
environment often with limited resources. It also means making 
a real difference and gaining invaluable experience. Contact 
the Peace Corps today, and change your idea of what 
"changing the world" is all about. 
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Redefine your world. 
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H»l REAL LIFE ROCK TALES 

P ^ This month: Alice Cooper stabs himself 

fe, j - As told to Sarah Lewittin | Illustration by Peter Bag&j 
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41 REAL LIFE ROCK TALES 

^ ™ This month: Alice Cooper stabs himself 

As told to Sarah Lewittin | Illustration by Peter Bagge 
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for a* -rue EHcoRc. r could baron em Unix. 9 Rippcd open the bahdagc, 

POURED (JUlStitV INTO THC 
UOUHD, AND THAT UAS TftA/T 



HAHC IT TIGHT- 
IT'S GOTTA LAS: 
THE REST OF 
THC SHOU. 




108 SPIN 
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WWW. ROCKSTAR GAMES .COM/MANHUNT 



MATURE 17* 








cwitm Mils OT 
ESRO 





PlayStation 2 




•pia.SU.~o- and llw "PS" Fon.lv logo are mtod uademanW of Sony Compute. Enloda.mneol me - J003 FtockMai Games. Inc Manhunl and Ihu Mamu.nl logo a.o l.adoma.M ol take I«o Inlo.ael.ve Solt.a.e Inc HHUm Omm and mo * logo »ns 
Jl r - • ",^15^1^0^^ Ro«s,a, Games and ftaksla. Nodh a,c «*«-«.«. ol Take I«o *,e. B e„ve So.wo.0 Inc A„ «K« marts and ..ademarts « Prr**?!!^^. 1 !^^ 
names are the trademarks ol thew respective owner; and no! ol Rockslar Games Inc and are tnctuded lor entertainment puipe 
desenbed Of displayed herein at is in any way associated with Muck si ai Games, tnc Nolo RrxAstar will bo (ofciwing E SA gurfoUn 

to. persons under the ago ol 1 7 lhe slory, names and .nodents portrayed he.r*n are lrcl.l«us No Ktem.lcalwn or s.m,lar.t y lo i.ciual persons Hv.nqrj.dejd, 

^ pubkshers ol this vtdeugamc do not in any way endorse condone or encourage tins kind ol behavior 
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The LYRA mp3 Jukebox. 



Plug in to over 1000 hours of music! 



Plug in to 40 days of no repeats. 



Plug in to one really, really long mix tape. 



Plug in to what's out there. 



Itnil I YR3^ Changing Entertainment. Again 



www.rca.com 



